A MIDSUMMER NIGHT’S DREAM 
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*“—when we're tired 0’ coasting, we'll eat it!” 





ne 86, No. 2 





Can you originate a clever second line for this joke? 





May—lIs Jack a good driver? 


Fay— . 


JUDGE’S FIFTY-FIFTY CONTEST 
No. 29 


UDGE will award a prize of $25 for the cleverest second line in the above 
conversation. Study the situation, the characters, and their expressions, 
and then write the funniest, snappiest line you can think of. 


In case two or more persons submit the same winning line, $25 will be 
awarded to each. Any reader of Judge may compete. Any number of lines 
may be submitted but none will be returned. No. 29 Contest closes July 29, 
1924. The winning answer will appear in the August 30, 1924, issue of 
Judge. Check will be mailed to the Prize Winner on that date. In the 
meantime, No. 30 will appear next week. 


Write one line on a POSTCARD, sign your name and mail to Fifty-Fifty 
Editor of Judge, 627 West 43d Street, New York City. 


All answers, to be considered, must be received not later than July 29. 
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Hippity hop from the barber 












































What some people expect when they buy a flivver. 


How to Get on a Crowded 
Elevator 


Te THOSE who make it a practice to 
arrive at the door of the office build- 
ing at 8.5914, this solution will be worth 
clipping. 

As you enter the building, select the 
elevator which has the smallest overflow 
and dash for it. As you reach the door, 
lower your head and, the 
back of the man nearest you, give the 
best imitation you can of Charlie Pad- 
dock’s flying finish. If 
good, the stout man will take up no more 


aiming it at 


your aim is 
room above the floor level and his space 
is Vours, 

This may be varied by rushing for- 
ward as the starter is slamming the door 
and, quickly inserting the foot between 
the gates and uttering a piercing shriek, 
toppling to the floor. A few simple folk 
will come out to see what is the matter. 
Choose your moment carefully, leap up 


and fling yourself into the elevator. This 
system rarely fails. If the fainting spell 
is unsuccessful, an apoplectic fit may 


succeed, 
eked 


A safety raiser—four aces and the 


joker. 


The Diamond Dog Collar 


A neckonomie waste. 


& th 


Dad 


Passenger—What’s the rattle 


car? 
Ne w and Ne rrous Drive r—Me! 


in 


this 


Green River Anthology 
(A pologie s lo Edgar Lee Masters) 


Saydee Saunders 


I thought I'd like to be an artist 
So I cut my hair 

And moved to Greenwich Village. 
But I couldn't get a job 
There were always college boys, though, 
Like Radnor Manners, 

Who thought me “interesting” and “wild.” 
All of us were driving home early one 


much less paint. 


morning 

At a terrific speed, when the car hit some- 
thing. 

The papers wrote us up in front-page 
headlines, 

And even said I was an artist! 

Who was it said you must be dead before 

You can be famous? 


Radnor Man ners 


Of course, we always had sherry at home, 

The governor Was a decent sort 

And at college plenty of stuff around the 
room 

And on parties—well, of course, we went 
pretty far. 

But I never saw a woman dead drunk till 
that night in the Village, 

When I took Saydee Saunders home. 

I staved on to take care of her that night, 
and afterward quit college. 

I know, now, she was a bad egg, but if it 
weren't for her 

Td still be studying Latin verbs. 

KE. F. L. 


Sir Walter’s Knock 
“Ruff on the cloak.’ remarked 
Walter Raleigh, as he spread his velvet 
garment for Queen Elizabeth. He just 
couldn't resist giving her this little wrap. 


Sir 
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“Yoo hoo!—and a bottle 
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It Lincoln’s Gettysburg Address 
Had Been Broadcasted 

f bow is station WHY, New York City. 

You listened to “Oh, 

Susanna,” by Stephen Collins Foster, 

plaved by the Stevens House Orchestra. 


have just 


Phis concludes their program for this 
ernoon. If you have enjoved their 


isic, and we know you have, won't you 
and tell 

this 
Please stand by for our next feature: an 
President. Lincoln direct by 
battlefield of Gettysburg. 


This is station WHY. In a 
will 


lrop them a= line them so? 


ldress them care of station, 


- 


ldress by 
re from the 


moment 


hear our announcer at Gettyvs 


Good afternoon, ladies and gentlemen. 


e microphone into which I am talking 
stationed directly before the speakers’ 
ble on the temporary platform erected 
the battlefield expressly for this occa- 
You will hear the President's voice 
namoment, 


President Lineoln delivers his famous 


address 


[his is station WHY " New York City. 


You have just heard an address by 
President Lincoln direct by wire from 
the Gettysburg battlefield. I am_= sure 


all who listened in were deeply impressed 


by our Chief Executive’s thrilling words. 


{nd now we have a real treat for the 
Miss Muffet, the Story Lady, 
through the 
Kernalettes Breakfast Food Company, 
will relate “How Jack-in-the-Beanstalk 
Grew Strong Enough to Kill the Great 
Big Giant.” 

enjoy this as 


Miss Muffet 


3 ides. 


talking courtes\ of the 


I am sure the mothers will 
much 


R. C. OB. 


“My love is like a red, red rose.” 


as the voungsters. 

















EXPLOSIVE GOLF 
CLuB 


INSURING 
corrReCT 
SCORE 





Scientists are devoting 


When Al Was a Boy 


Intimate Early Lives 


Stories of the 
(reat Men 


Wires a boy, Al Smith had a great 


fear of Indians. A circus came to 
Al's: father 
him to one of the performances. 

“Want to stay for the Wild West show, 
said the elder Smith. 

“No, sir,” Al replied, “T don't 
to have anything to do with Indians.” 
he feels 


his town one day and took 


son?” 
want 
how 


And even now you know 


toward Tammany. 


is told of Al when 
He had been sent 
to the store for some groceries. It was 


An interesting story 
he was a boy of ten 


a hot, dusty day and the store was more 
Al's 
quently he was exhausted when he _ re- 
turned. As he entered the kitchen, Al 
uttered these words: 


than a mile from home. Conse- 








their attention to golf 


“Gee, but Pm dry!” 


This Is helieved to be the only time 


that Al ever expre ssed such a sentiment 
Those know \| 


will not be surprised to learn that even 


who Smith to-da 


as a boy he was an autocrat through and 
through. One day he overheard some on 
quote the old saying, “The Cabots 
Lowell 


speak 


only to the Lowells and the 
speak only to God.” 

“Those old Lowells better not try to 
get friendly with me,” Al 


dainfully. 


sneered dis 


His greatest trial has been the refusal 
of his family to consent to changing their 
name to Smythe. 4.€2 38 


x 


First Flavper- Do you believe in tree 
love? 
Me for 


Second Flap pe r—Heavens, no! 
the liberal spenders. 














A while back there was 
buggy ride 


the 














Then came 


the tandem bicycle 


Now the motor 
but at that love 
kept pace 


car— 


has 
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THE MOVING DIVING BOARD 
For beginners and timid bathers. 
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HIGHER EDUCATION 


HE directors of Welford University 
table. An important 
conference Was in progress. 


sat about a 

“The proposition ts this,” said Barton, 
87, the “We 
get. Higgins for $45,000, and he’s cheap 
al the He's the best football 
coach in the country.” 

“He that 
team al Brentmore last vear, didn't he?” 
asked Baird, “98. 

“Te 


pretty 


chairman of board, can 


price, 


turned out championship 


“and with 
work 


The quest ion Is, 


sure did,” said Barton, 


poor material to with. 
We've got to have him. 
vhere are we going to raise the money ia 
Smith, “08, 


Professor 


“Ive a suggestion,” said 
to fect. “Old 
Rivers gets $3,500 for teaching Greek, 


jumping his 


and his assistant gets %1,500. Let's 
abolish the Greek Department. Nobody 
needs Greek nowadays, anyway. That'll 


sive us $5,000 towards it.” 
The motion was unanimously and en- 
thusiastically carried. 


“That leaves us $40,000 to go,” said 
the chairman. “We could cut out the 
Latin and English departments. That 


ould give us $10,000 more.” 
“Sure!” eried the directors in unison. 
“Everybody knows English anyway,” 
said Baird, “and what good is Latin?” 
“Thirty thousand to go,” said Barton. 
It's a lot of money.” 


“We've got to raise it.” exclaimed 
Baird. “Even if we have to abolish the 


.” 


whole faculty 
“Say.” interrupted Smith, “that’s an 
Let's the Mathematics, 
History, Chemistry, Physies, French and 
German Departments. 
us the £80,000 we need.” 
“All in favor 


but there was no need to put. the question. 


idea. abolish 


That would give 
2 began the chairman, 


The motion was vociferously carried. 
“This is a big day for the dear old 
“With 
a man like Higgins in charge, victory next 
fall is certain. 


Maroon and Green,” said Barton. 


However, there are one 
or two other things LT wish to bring before 
this board. Now that we have abolished 
all those unnecessary courses that have 
cluttered up our curriculum, TP can't see 
any sense in retaimmy all those ridiculous 
requirements that have 


had. IL think should 


abolish all entrance examinations, except- 


entrance we 


heretofore we 
ing a physical examination.” 

“That's a cried Smith. 
“There's a bunch of huskies down in the 
mills that we could get up here. They'd 
make the State U. look sick next Thanks- 
giving.” 


great idea, 


“Then the motion is carried,” said 
Barton. “Now, one thing more. For 
vears Welford University has had to 


hang her head m shame because she’s 


had no stadium. Every other college or 


university of importance has a stadium 
Where they could hold their big game 
but our alma mater, the greatest institu 
tion of learning in the country. has to bn 
content with an old wooden grandstand 
\re we going to stand for this humiliation 
to old Welford?” 

“No!” chorused the director 

“Here is my plan.” continued Barton 
“We have a library of 200.0000 volume 
Which no one ever reads Let's ell 


them. We 
$75,000 on them 


“Wi 


ought to ly abl loo raise 


could get another 
the thre 
tory!” interrupted Smith 

“And, sav.” cried Baird, “whi 
up the building lots Wi 


K200.000 for tl 


KI OOO for 


labor i 


equipment ol chemistry 
nol cul 
tile 
least 


che crs 


campus 
could get al 
Loud prevented 


finishing his speech 


im 
Baird from 


“That gives us $300,000." said Barton 


solemnly. “Gentlemen, the W lford 
Stadium is an assured fact This is the 
greatest day in the history of Welford 


University--L might say the 


vreatest da 


in the history of higher education in 
America. Before the meeting adjourt 
let us all rise and sing our alma mater 
song, “Fair Welford, Thy Sons Ever 


Loyal Shall Be.’ ” 


JONAH CUNNINGHAM. 











New to Him 

First Great Author—Well, I 
beard you went to the Palace 
last night where they are play- 
ing the screen Version of your 
last novel. 

Second Great Author—Good 
heavens! Was that it? 


Drastic 


Mrs. Slimson (to her small 
son Now. Bobbie. you ve 
been very naughty. Unless 
Vou promise to he better. Tl 
take vou to an educational 
hlm 


All Set 


Movie Manager—Can you 
stage a Roman orgy? 

Movie Direct Wr W ll, | 
was once chairman of the entertaimment 
committee of a New Jersey country club 


International Exchange 
Though this Grevle’s voice was pleasant 
and cultured enough, its accent was decidedls 
American.—F rom “Scarharen Keep,” by J. 8 
Fletcher 
Though this Fletcher writes good 
enough detective stories, he can never 


deny he is an Englishman. 


Page Ananias II 


If some bright genius only would 
Invent a brand-new story 
For married men who stay out late, 


He'd pave his way to glory. 





a/° 











The quartet. 


Thoughts on Growing a First 
Mustache 


Closely ane reverently inspecting his 
Well, it’s a little 
better than it was vesterday. Commen- 
Doesn't look as 


though I'd just forgotten to shave. It’s 


upper lip im mirror. 
emg to be visible. 


got that—that deliberate appearance, as 
though it had a purpose in life and ain't 
simply an oversight. It’s coming along 
all right—tra, la. 
Next day. 
much different than it was yesterday, 


Hmmm! Doesn't look 


although—lemme see—that hair on the 
right which stands out from the rest—it 
seems to have developed some. Maybe 
it has a stronger personality than the rest. 


6 





(A week later.) Ah, the 
ensemble effect at last! Not 
bad. It adds a sort of some 
thing to my appearance 
maybe, dignity or suavit 
or—or what have you? — Let 


me see how who do I 


whom do I look like? 


Five days later.) The 
darned thing tickles. I bet 
ter clip it a little. Or else 
train it. That's it—IUl cul 
tivate it—twirl it ino ms 
moments of — abstraction 
Make it curl up. graceful 
like—like a French barber’. 
or no, like an Italian nobk 
man. Gotta buy some way 

Week late r.) Aw, thre 


doggoned thing! Now that 





right side is half humar 

looking, nice and French 
but that left—wonder why it’s so scraggl 
Looks like a wild Airedale. Wax is no 
good for it—it just flies apart two seconds 
after the wax is on. Wonder if—ves, it 
because I'm right-handed and I alway 
forget to twirl the left side. Must start 
breaking in my south-paw on it. N 


wonder everybody kids me about it 

Newt day. I'd better clip it down to 
business man’s style. Can't be bothered 
fussing with waxing it every fifteen min 
utes. Heck, now I ruined it! Oh, dang 
it! Might as well take it all off now. . 
Ooh! How different I look! Look how 
big my lip looks—look! E. H. 

set 

Women may be slaves of fashion, but 

their burdens are light. 





ZV? Wite (to seasick holiday tripper)—Oh, John! By the way, the water com- 
pany wrote we must pay our bill or be deprived of all water. 














When your opponent 


Life on the Ocean Wave 


"T’nere’s no doubt about it, there’s 
nothing like a life on the ocean wave. 

Expecially on the S.S. Lwruria. 

How I miss it! 

I miss Parker, the steward, who would 
daily hide my shaving brush and bicar- 
bonate of soda, and I miss those three 
the 
best corner in the lounge and, whisper- 
ingly, panned the rest of the 
gers. 

I miss the rubber plants im the writing- 
room and I miss the inquisitive young 


spectacled spmnsters, who copped 


passen- 


lady who questioned the crew as to the 
ship’s running. 

I miss the “funny” story-teller and I 
miss the honeymoon couples. 

I miss the fellow who had “done” Paris 
in eight days and I miss the wise aleck 
who knew how to bamboozle the Cus- 
toms House officials. 

I miss the irrepressible organizer of 
deck games and I miss the dear old lady, 
who, at every pitch, believed the ship 
to be sinking. 

I miss the smoking-room gabble about 
Prohibition. 

I miss the health hounds who walked 
the deck from morning till night. 

I even miss the dear little paper pub- 
lished aboard, totally devoid of any news. 

There’s no doubt about it, there’s 
nothing like a life on the ocean wave. 

Especially on the S.S. Lururia. 

c. G. &. 


+ EEX * 
pe a ‘ si eS gees 


Old Way Best 


Griggs—What do vou think of elec- 
trocution? 

lrascible Old Gentleman—Hanging was 
good enough for my ancestors and it is 


good enough for me! 





“Now, don’t forget. If anyone asks 
yer, yer father’s gone away fer a fort- 
night, an’ don’t go an’ make a mistake 
an’ tell ’em fourteen days!” 
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catches you tarrying at the back line and drops one over the net 


Origins of Famous Expletives 


(5°! is a Greek 
J 1” 


avok 


word meaning “‘to 

When Socrates was ordered poisoned 
by the Greek authorities, a friend who 
learned the disguised himself as 
one of the gods and made his wav into 
cell. As he passed the aged 
philosopher he bent over. 

“Gosh all hemlock,” he 
low voice. 

If Socrates had taken his advice, he 
might have lived to hear the remark be- 
come a colloquialism on the streets of 
Athens. 


news 
Socrates’ 


warned in a 


The Mexican dingha, a small and bad- 
tempered horse, is a great favorite among 
the cowboys of Arizona owing to its 
ability to go for days on nothing but 
alfalfa and alkali. They refer to it as a 
“ding”; and “ding-busting” is a part of 
every rodeo, 

A tenderfoot from the East once bought 
a ding which had never been broken in, 
and on attempting to mount it he was 
thrown for forty feet. When he regained 
his breath he asked one of the ‘owboys 
how he could ever expect to ride the 
beast. 

“Ding-bust it,” advised the cowboy 
with a grin. 

The tenderfoot later brought the re- 
mark back East with him, where it be- 
came a very popular expression. 















too sweet that a 








The Girl—Isn’t it just 














ident? 


Vice-pres 


running for 


“Er—who?” 
“Wi 


woman is 


1y, Helen Maria Dawes!” 














Aggravating Papa 


* Dara, tell me a story.” 


“Now, don't 


you see papa’s busy? 


annoy me. Don't 
“But, papa, vou promised to tell me a 
story before l vo to bed!" 


“Nothing of the sort. Toddle along 


now, ‘Thomas, like a good little boy.” 


“But, papa, all the other little boys’ 
pRUpas read ‘em stories before they go to 


bead! 


an 


There’s Mannie Goodman’s paps, 
Sarsfield MeManus’s 
Willie Wigglesworth’s papa 
“Nonsense! Those — little 
tellmg fibs. Their papas are 
to read to ‘em, 


papa, anid 
hoys ure 
too busy 
All papas are too bus) 
Now run away, and let your papa work! 
“But, papa 
“Papa punch!” 
* Ah—pa-pa 
“Did you hear me, Thomas?” 


* \-u-a-h, 


papa, won't you please 


When the irate parent had succeeded 
in disposing of the body, he went back 


to huis desk. Then he tore up what he 


had written, and, beginning anew his 
thousandth contribution to the daily 
press, he tapped off on his typewriter: 
Dappy Danpy’s Nicury-Nicur Srory 
ror Tiny Tors 
Once upon a time, my little dears, ther: 
was a great big grumpy Gram pus 
C. Kz. 


The Stork Sell 


Jimmie— We've got a new baby down 


aul our house 


kilderly Neighbor--How niee—and did 
the stork bring it? 
“Oh, no It developed from a unicel- 


lular amerba.”’ 





“Save me—oh, save me!” 
Excited Irishman—'Tis as deep as th’ divil there—could you just swim 
over a little to the one side! 





— 


THREE DOWN AND ONE TO GO 





Although the radio Sunday Service isn’t popular with some, it really has a most 


admirable feature. 


You can get up and leave before the sermon without offend- 


ing the speaker (and there isn’t any collection). 


LETTERS WE WANT TO WRITE 


Dear Mr. Mush: 


I wish Vou would marry tty oldest 
daughter (or any of the others vou choose 
and be done with it. Your candy, 
Howers, presents, tickets, ete., are up 


setting the whole house. My wife is no 
longer decent company for me with her 
“Mr. Mush is thoughtful, 
why not emulate Mr. Mush?” and so on. 
All the little kids and 
stomach trouble from Mr. Mush’s candy 
My other girls are spending a fortune in 


Mush 


lectures on 


have toothache 


new clothes to go with Mr here 





and Mi 


to fit out the bride yourself you'd better 


Mush there and unless you care 


act before the receivers get to me 
Yours truly, ete. 


Dear Meadam Shoppe: 
Enelosed you will find check for the last 
was forced to buy at 


three hats my wife 


vour vanity station. Tam only sorry no 


l do nol 


hegrudge a good-looking woman a smart 


law can reach your profession. 


hat, but IT do object to your tempting 
every supremely vain customer with three 
atatime. Your talk of “creations made 
for Madame, so adorably chic,” ete., may 
make a hit with the ladies but if vou knew 
think 


them all arrested en bloc 


what their husbands really you 


could have 
Regretfully yours, ete. 
‘To whom it 


nay concer: 


The bearer, Tl. Lillus Mihevvings is 
about to ask vou fora position. He can't 
vet recommendations from his former 


employers so he goes to the family, of 
which the undersigned is a long-suffering 


Lillus 


member H. (whose 


real name 
should have been Hiram Luke, if his 
mother hadn't been so poetically in- 


clined), always does the wrong thing at 
the right time. He isn’t worth his salt in 
any office as far as [T know, but if anvone 
get the 


stenographers to stick to business hours, 


will hire him, no doubt he will 


for he is about as handsome as a movie 
star and has even less brains 
As ever, ete. 

















We 


, “Ha 


~~ 

Sy arene - = 

9o ee Se one 
Fa : 


as >| 
rie 2 f, 
> 4 y - $\ 


a 


~ 
mg 
: S| 
La orn 
ae 


«* 























‘Hell Hath No Fury Like a Summer Morn” 























“Dr. Hiram W. Evans 


Dr. Evans, how does it 
| to be an emperor?” 


nt and center! 


It has its discomforts, your Honor. 
aut it also has its advantages—over 
lentistry.” 

“You mean that as head of the Ku 


Klux Klan you can let others handle the 
struments of torture: you don’t have to 
udle them yourself?” 

“Sir, L resent your insinuations against 
e practices of the Klan. Besides, 1 was 
‘painless’ dentist.” 

“Dr 


painless dentist 


Evans, there’s no such thing as a 
take it from a patient. 
\nd there’s no such thing as a benevolent 
rder that stirs religious and race hatred, 
ces in politics secretly and hides behind 
ds.” 
“But, JupGcr, did you ever read our 
terature? Are with the 
thly moral and patriotic objects of the 
Klan and its standards of membership?” 
“Oh I've It’s part of 
disguise that intolerance 


you familiar 


yes, read it. 

truculent 
has always worn. The Inquisition pro- 
fessed ideals just as lofty. 


ur objects are what your literature sets 


Even asuming 
forth, the end has never justified such 


means as you resort to, whether you're 
int.midating a tired woman delegate im a 
national convention or shooting pro- 
hibition into a mining camp. 

“But I'll say this much for you and 
Klan. You 
sense of fitness in picking a ‘painless’ 
dentist for emperor. No one else could 
well feed 
moral platitudes into the ear of the com- 


munity the while you apply the drill to a 


your showed an uncanny 


Know so how to gossip and 


raw racial or religious nerve 


| lr IS a coincidence 
that 
named 


orth a passing reflection another 
dentist, 


became, not an emperor but the confidant 


\merican also Evans, 
of an emperor and the rescuer of an 
empress. 
Dr. Thomas W. Evans left his native 
nd in 1848 to practice dentistry in 


Paris. 


He became Louis Napoleon's d h- 
tist and acted as his confidential adviser 
during his entire reign as Napoleon III. 
In the débdcle of 1870 it was Evans who 
superinte nded the 
Fugenie’s flight to England, escorting her 
there. 

It would be interesting to know whether 
Hiram W. Evans ever 
W. Evans and whether. if he 
little ashamed of his 
and brother profe 


personally Empress 


heard of Thomas 
has, he 
isn't a namesake 
ssional for becoming so 


But 


a far nobler réle to be the 


chummy with catholic monarchs. 
it seems to us 
confidant of an emperor pulling catholic 
teeth than an emperor himself pulling 


protestant legs. 


WHEN 


electric 


the demo- 
with 
ment, was considering its Klan plank, 
Miss Marian Colley, of Georgia, true to 
the 


hame. 


cratic convention, excite- 


resolution 
This 


ince pe ndence in a 


voted for 


Klan by 


her principles, 
the 


courage 


denouncing 
took and 
member of the 
much of both that 
the rdle 

delegation 


delegation—so 
Miss Colley couldn't 
The Klansmen in 
about her they 
coaxed they 
pulled her by the arm; finally they com 
In her 
agony of fear and indecision she must have 
remembered that speakers like the unctu- 


Georgia 
sustain her 
‘ rowded 
words, 


her with significant 


manded her to change her vote. 


ous Bryan had offered specious argu- 
ments from the rostrum—‘don’t give the 
Klan the advertisement,” etc., ete. At 
any rate Miss Colley wilted. She changed 
her vote, and the plank denouncing the 
Klan by 


that calls for religious liberty and racial 


name was lost in favor of one 
equality in the general terms that mean 
anything and nothing. 

The whole democratic convention was 


Miss Colley, 


typified in this incident. 


a weak little white-faced, hesitating 
woman, tried a magnificent gesture 


but couldn't sustain it. The convention, 
for all its dramatic posturing and bedlam 


of noise, did the same thing throughout. 


il 





It shouted bravely against the Klan, but 
When the pinch came wouldn't vote 
against it. It made a large and nob! 
gesture toward the League of Nations, 
but adopted a referendum plank utterly 
emasculating its sentiments. It talked 


boldly of light wines and beer, and voted 
for a colorless law enforcement resolution 
The mountain 


forth a mouse-like 


labored and = brought 


sque ak 


However, the 


even labor, 


. . 
Re publican did? 


ALL OF US hat 
political 


tended 
listened 


public 


to the pompous unabashed ora 


meetings uniad 


tory of a brass-lunged charlatan gesturing 
It isn’t such bad sport on 
occasion, We have 


to the gods, 


wondered how such 
a Inan could get elee ted to office, and we 
have gone home with a pleasant feeling 
of superiority to the herd that falls for 
But National Con- 
Thanks 
have attended 
them this vear for the first time and have 


listened to tons of platitudinous 


his brand of bushwa. 
ventions are a new experience 


to the radio most of us 


orators 
not im the formal environment of a publi 
hall where we could see the speaker and 
but 
in the comfortable privacy of our living- 


season his words with his personality 
rooms where we got it cold from the at- 
mosphere. 

The radio, we predict, will do to old- 
fashioned the 


movies have done to old-fashioned melo- 


oratory what 


political 


dramatic acting—wipe it out. The rant- 
ings of the emotional tragedian as our 
fathers knew him can't stand photo 


Neither can the ray 


ings of the professional mob rouser long 


graphic exposure. 


endure the pitiless reproduction of the 


radio. We shall have bunk still, but the 
manner of its delivery will be more 
naturalistic. 
Mlle. Lenglen’s motto Where 
there’s a Wills there’s a way out. 
W. M. H. 





THE DAY OF RES1 


NGELA pointed out in no 
A uncertain terms that 

the present situation 
was entirely my fault. If I 
had been frank with Elmer 
last night, she said, and told 
him just what time we had 
Sunday breakfast, he would 


have known when to get up. 





But no, of course I had to 
laugh and slap him on_ the 


hack and make that remark about this being a day of rest, 


dt tell him how we all slept on Sanday mornings as long as 
pleased 
And here breakfast is three-quarters of an hour late.” she 
called from the kitchen, “and the biscuits are cold as ice. Go 
p and see if he’s awake vet.” 


I went upstairs on tiptoe and put my ear to Elmer's door. 


Dhere was not a sound to be heard. I came down noiselessly 
ont the banisters. 
Better not disturb him yet,” I said placatingly. “He had 


a long trip out here, and he looked a litthe worn out.” 

“Ten minutes more and I'm going to start eating,” an- 
nounced Angela. 

I skimmed the Sunday papers, and took a look at the 
garden. The walk made my appetite almost unbearable. I 
came tnidoors and fed the goldfish 

Knock at the door and ask if he’s awake,” suggested 
Angela 

Suppose he says he’s not,’ retorted, and that settled that. 

I crawled upstairs twice in the next hour, and slid down 
again on the banisters to report the same general conditions 
prevailing. 

‘Your friend ought to be nice and rested by to-morrow,” 


suid Angela crispl 


“You needn't say ‘your friend’ that way, as if he wasn’t 
your friend too,” I objected. 

“Td like to know who asked him here!” 

‘That's a fine way to talk, that is.” [ said. “You wer 
glad enough to have me ask him.” 

“That was before it developed that he had sleeping sick- 
ness,” replied Angela. 

“Just because poor old Elmer is a little tired 

“A little tired! Do you know what time it is? 
realize we've waited breakfast two hours —" 


Do you 


There was a creak in the hall upstairs. We dashed up 
stairs and listened at the door; but there continued to be a 
much silence as ever. 

“I'm going to eat,” announced Angela, “guest or no guest 

“The perfect hostess!” [ sneered. ““Phat’s it, think of 
your own comfort. The next time L ask a friend out here 

pick one who's had plenty of sleep.” snapped Angela 
“Have a biscuit?” 

“Tam waiting for Elmer!” I announced, and folded my arms 

“By the way, have you sniffed for gas?” sail Angela. 1 
ignored her. 

It was noon when Angela swept off the crumbs and went 
out into the kitchen with the dishes. \ second later she 
called to me excitedly. 

“What's this dangling from Elmer's window?” 

Upon investigation it proved to be several sheets knotted 
together. ‘There were also fresh tracks across the pansy bed 
leading toward the road. A glance at Elmer's room confirmed 
our suspicions. A note was propped up on the guest table. 

**Have gone to the village for a bite to eat,” | read 
* ‘Listened but couldn't hear a sound stirring. Didn't know 
what time you'd get up and wouldn't disturb you for worlds 
Enjoyed my visit lots. —E. ” 

Angela is one wife in a thousand. She went downstai 


C.F. 


without a word and warmed me up some biscuits. 
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Entitled— The Sneeze 
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College Cheer-leader (plus much cheer)—Block that putt! 


Block that putt! 


AN INTERVIEW WITH THE PRINCE OF WALES 
Our Special Lady Correspondent 


TZ 


HEN I arrived at my hotel in 

London I found an invitation 

awaiting me to take tea the fol- 
lowing afternoon with H. R. H. the 
Prince of Wales. 

Promptly at 4.37 p.m.—the official 
hour for high tea, as distinguished from 
low tea, which occurs at 2.17 P.M., or 
even earlier—I presented myself at Buck- 
ingham Palace. I wore, in accordance 
with the printed pamphlet of instructions 
that came with my invitation, full evening 
dress. I wore no jewels save a simple 
rope of pearls that dear old Mustapha 
Kemel gave me the time I made a bust 
of him. 

As I entered Buckingham Palace I was 
ushered into a small anteroom on the 
ground floor, where I was thoroughly 
searched by the matron in charge. 

“These strange little ceremonies,”” said 
the matron, who, [ subsequently learned, 
was the Dowager Duchess of Portchester, 
“must seem strange and quaint to an 
American, unaccustomed to the rigid 
etiquette that surrounds royalty; but the 
prince is a son-of-a-gun for these tradi- 
tional observances.” 

After my Bertillon measurements had 
been taken, and I had been photographed 
and finger-printed by a detachment of 
detectives from Scotland Yard, they put 


me through what they called a “psycho- 
logical test.”” I remember that among 
other things I was asked to name three 
rivers in South America, and to give the 
capitals of Nebraska, South Carolina 
and Oregon. In any event I must have 
answered the questions — satisfactorily 
because | was given a red ticket with a 
royal coat of arms on it, and then, without 
any more ado, | was permitted to enter 
the royal presence. I rather liked the 
simple British informality of it. 

The prince occupies a small roomn on 
the top floor of Buckingham Palace. 
“George and 1,” said Queen Mary, whom 
I met the next day at a marshmallow 
roast at Ambassador Kellogg’s, “felt 
that the boy ought to have a room of his 
own, Where he could keep his books and 
things, and where he could entertain his 
friends. Of course.” she added, “now 
that Mary is married off—and I must say 
she did awfully well, considering that 
most of my husband’s family married 
Germans—now that Mary is settled, 
George and I are planning to have the 
house done over, and we're going to let 
Al—the prince, you know—have the 
front bedroom on the second floor.” 

As I entered the room, the prince rose 
to greet me, and, although I had never 
seen his picture, I recognized hinge at 
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once. He was simply dressed in the 
afternoon uniform of a Rear Admiral of 
the Royal Navy. His breast was covered 
with all sorts of decorations, both foreign 
and domestic. 

I may say at this point that the Prince 
of Wales is the most remarkable young 
man I have ever met. Despite his youth 
he came out of the Great War with more 
medals and decorations than General 
Pershing, Marshal Foch and John Philip 
Sousa combined. 

“Won't you sit down?” he asked win- 
ningly. “I’m not sitting down myself, 
this week.” 

“LT know a number of young men of 
your age in America,” I said to him, “who 
consider themselves lucky to be commis- 
sioned as ensigns, and here you are, a 
mere boy, already a Rear Admiral.” 

The prince laughed heartily—that en- 
gaging boyish laugh that caused Bernard 
Shaw to say: “The Prince of Wales is a 
whale of a prince!” 

“It’s true,” he said modestly, “that 
I’ve advanced rather rapidly. It’s a gift, 
I suppose. But it just shows what a 
young man with push and ambition can 
accomplish. You know, I go in for the 
army a bit, too.” 

He left the room and returned a few 
minutes later in the uniform of a Colonel 
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of the Yarmouth Hussars—Supply and 
Commissary Division. 

“Tm colonel of seventeen regiments,” 
he continued. I stared at him im amaze- 
ment. 

“Seventeen?” 

“Seventeen or eighteen,” he said 

It’s a beastly responsibility too; know 
mg which uniform to wear with which 
ind all that sort of thing And it cuts 
horribly into one’s afternoons, you know 
I jolly well like to play a bit of golf with 
the boys now and then.” 

“Do you play well?” [T asked 

“I'm captain of St. Andrew's,” he re 
plied. “But the silliest part of it all is 
that my military and naval duties don't 
leave me much time to devote to my 
academic career.” 

“I don’t get you, prince,” I said aston 
ished. By this time I had begun vaguely 
to appreciate the amazing versatility of 
this modest, unassuming yvouth who sat 
opposite me. In a few brief years he 
had, by sheer British pluck and genius, 
earned for himself glory and distinction 


that overshadowed the achievements of 


Nelson, Caesar, Napoleon and Alexander 
the Great. But still, although he seemed 
keen and intelligent, he scarcely impressed 
me as being the intellectual type. 

“Oh, ves.” he said. “Pm Chancellor 
of Aberdeen University, Rector of St. 
Dumfries College, Glasgow, and have 
degrees of LL.D. D.C.L., and D.D.S. 
from both Oxford and Cambridge. In 
fact,” he added, “I have degrees from 
several of your American Universities.” 





“You're spoofing, prince,” I said, pok 
ing him jocularly in the ribs 

In reply, he took me by the arm and 
led me over to the wall, where, sure 
enough, there lung dozens of framed 
diplomas, together with his vaccimation 
certificate, a certificate of membership 
in the St. Nicholas League and other 
evidences of vouthful achievement 

I'm sorry to have vou go,” he said, 
as he escorted me out into the hall, “but 
I have to deliver the baccalaureate ser 
mon this afternoon at the Roval Business 
College. Im to receive the degree of 
C.P.A. Look out for that third step from 
the bottom. It’s broken, and [I’ve been 
after dad for a month to have it fixed. 
It’s been awfully jolly to see you.” 

NEWMAN Levy. 


A Last Resort 


I° é tried my hand at literature; 
I've tried my hand at art; 

In law I’ve struggled to secure 
\ satisfactory start 

But all in vain, with might and main, 
I've battled ‘gainst my fate, 

While summers bloom and fade again, 
I grow disconsolate. 


I’ve tried my hand at everything; 
I’ve studied five or six 

Professions. No reward they bring. 
Ill now try politics: 

Since all the other things I've done 
Have proven fruitless cares, 

I guess I'll undertake to run 
The Government’s affairs. 


Remorse 


VP BRAIN Is very far from clear 
a 


So T can’t quite explain to you 


Just how it was I landed here 


Within the bird-cage at the zoo: 

Why is my hair gummed up with glue? 
Where did I find this saxophone ? 

I don't recall | wish I knew! 
I should have left that hooch alone 


I thought it tasted rather queer 
And then—and then—what did I do? 
You say that I went out—oh, dear! 
Clad in pyjamas and one shoe, 
And then kissed two policemen? Two? 
I must have had a peach! Tl own 
This morning I am slightly blue. 
I should have left that hooch alone. 


Who put green paint upon my ear? 
Who daubed my nose this orange hue? 
I did? Gee whizz, it would appear 
I stepped out some. Say, is it true 
I tried to join a schooner crew 
And sail away to parts unknown? 
I had, it seems, one first-class stew! 
I should have left that hooch alone. 


Envor 
I'm done, I'm finished, ended, through! 
“My head, my head!” I sigh and 
groan, 
No more of such bootlegger brew, 
I should have left that hooch alone! 
A. B. 





“Gee, I ain’t gainin’ on him like I oughta!” 
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Rondeau of a Radical Young Lady 


] AM opposed to such a lot of things t 
Outworn ideas to which the public clings. 

I don’t know why it is, | seem to see 
Beyond the logic on which folks agree, 


New arguments by subtler reasonings. 


I'm at my best, when strong conviction flings 
Its challenge in my face. Then reason brings 
Swift force to bear, and it is clear lo me 


I am opposed. 











The crowd is always wrong! I feel the plea , 
Of Truth, to set it right in some degree; 
My mind, thank goodness, knows no leading strings. 
Whichever way the world’s opinion swings, 


I aim opposed ! 


Futile 


A fvol there was and he made lis praver— 
And it satisfied neither the modernists nor the funda- 


re ; 


The New York Evening Bulletin pledges itself “not to 





mentalists. 


be the orgau of the mah jongg players.” Until they read 
that, a lot of New Yorkers had failed to realize just low 
desperate is their need for an unbossed newspaper. 











The man who came out to the camp to give his children a cateataal 


lesson in diving. The more important question with some motorists 1 


not where to get the battery charged, but where to get 


What to Say When They Sob the gasoline charged. 


YY eu. buy the frock then. by all 


means, darling. 

“Oh, I never thought vou looked a 
sight in it! It suits vou perfectlh 

“The woman's jealous of you, my 
dear.” 

“If that’s how you feel about it, 
darling, [ll engage a man im her place 
{u-morrow.”” 

“T'll never go to the lodge again 
dear.” 

“Of course I was wrong, darling. I 
can see that now.” 

“Where's my check book?” 

“What! I thought our wedding anni- 
versary Was fo-morrou 

“Good gracious, darling, vou're much 
prettier than Joan Potter!” 

“Of course L love your Mother, dear.” 

“IT never said such a thing!” 


Favorite Mottoes 





Satan —Is it hot enough for vou? 
Congress—Les états? C'est moi. 


Dem psey How much? 








Our Simian Ancestors—Whw's loones 


now? 








Foreign Matter 


The latest thing in Russian caviar. we 
read, is the red variety. A Bolshevik 





fad? Modern Messenger—What was yer hurry—ya poor fish! 
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ludge Recommends 
Harold Lloud in the funniest 


picture of the season 


GIRL SHY 


Tue Titer or Bacgoan— Doug as an acre 


hatie Arabian Knight 


Awerticos  Tistory of our country in mony 
reels 

fue Sea Tlawn { thriller, beautifully 
done 


Havpon Hans 
The World Swcetheart in an 


Dorotny Vernon ot 
cnte rlain- 


ing costae play. 


“The Enemy Sex” 
piven now and then some serious mn 


4 dividual breaks oul in some equally 
erious pertodical into a learned and 
erious discussion about the movies and 
endeavors to show whv and where the 
much mahgned cmema drama ts rotten 
entirely right) and his 


well bred 
groups of little 


I sually he ois 
remarks are received with 
approval by the seriou 
lh'inkers that derive their opmions from 
the highbrow periodicals Unfortunately 
the future of the motion pieture drama 
lies not with the lofty browed madividuals 
who dont know Gloria Swanson from 
Baby Peggy. but with the millions of 
Democrats, Republicans, Rotarians, Elks 
crudite neighbor, Mr. 
Nathan, classically describes as hot polloi. 

In other 


altempts to be that strange contradiction 


those whom m 


words, the cimema drama 


in terms—a popular art. The result is a 
commodity assembled after the fashion 
ryaaacle famous by the beloved Henry of 
Detroit. The 


motion pu ture repre sents an expenditure 


meanest and lowliest 


of a considerable fortune. and the big 
feature films run well over a million dol 
lars \ picture that is not witnessed by 
a million people is a flop 

Under these circumstances it is hardly 
strange that the adventurous spirit that 
is part of the essence of the artist ts 
lacking in the motion picture madustry 
afford to take 
There are no little theaters, 


Phe producers cannot 
chances. 
no small experimental groups wherein 
the pioneer can play around, Each week 
a certain number of film flivvers must roll 
out of the plants, the tanks filled with 
gas, guaranteed to hit on all four. 

With these remarks | may now pro- 
ceed with a discussion of the current 
output. “The Enemy Sex” is taken from 
Owen Johnson's novel“ The Salamander.” 
As I remember the book it was rather 


poor stuff and quite unworthy of Mr. 





10VING 


PIYURES 


Pl 






Johnson Since thal tine there have been 
a numberof books and pictures 
theme the 


bosa ed pon 


the same virtue. flapper 
who leads menon toa certam port sane 
then discreetly refuses to pass thre wen 


prorat ( onsequenths "Phe Enemy Sex” 


has been anti ipated in oman respect 


ane has lost what kr ho owtome have had 


" I hose \\ ho Dan x 


ry 
| His is a melodrama dealing 


legging - a 


th bool 
tribute from one great 


industrs lo another On thre whol if 


is good entertamment and is) worth 
see rmg. The re Was on scone however 
that was quite distressing It was ex 


trem ly painful to witness the manufac 
ture of my favorite beverages under 
conditions If 


lamentably Hnsanitars 


the author had any propaganda im mind 
he put it over most effectivel Son 
Upton Sinclair) should) write another 
revealing conditions m the hard 
Our national thirsts should 


not be contaminated 


“Jungle” 


liquor trace 


< 


) ” 
The Recoil 
| His preture is saved from being a total 
loss by thre excellencs of its photog- 
raphy. The Deauville and 
Monte Carlo were actually taken in those 


which = fact 


SCCTIOS al 


places, should contribute 
much to the popularity of the picture. 


As a travelog “The Reeoil” is a success. 


















\. a film drama it mildly mterestin 


The stor tell of the experience of oa 


gh diamond named Kent who had 


imassed a fortune n South Africa. ane 
revenge le vrenh pon his wunfarth 
fe Phe plot based upon ane 

! Ry Bea i | ta 

genioy 


alt i. ( oud Ot the \\ i| ferness”’ 


rr 1 1 
\\ HEN | first heard that this preture 
, 


was taken from a book called The 
Range Boss I looked forward thy arte 


Ipatlion flo seemg a pioture about the def 


and adventures of a stove manufacturer 


And after allo whe not Phi love meant 
laeclurer 4 a el have heer adl 
neglected ly ou him suthyen lon 
hardl recall ' lure thye eut 


during whieh bP lave won ullendma the 


lent drama rencerntg bane 
turer received his dis 


Phi Code of tle Wilderness 


turned 


out to be one of — those old-fashtoned 
western pietures the kind old Ed Boot! 
and Larry Barrett used to pla n. during 
the early davs of the movies In fact I 
shouldnt be surprised if the pieture is an 


old one that the Vilagraph people stim 


bled across im their garret 


"7 ight and Win” 


* Pete AND Win 
thought Wh 

producers put the 

Horatio Alger, 4h 


I remember thos 


uggested this 
dont the movie 
immortal works of 
ipon the sereen? \ 
Inasterpreces of om 
early youth the possessed all the ele 
ments of a successful film drama. Phere 
vas alwavs the poor but honest vouth who 
stops the runaway at the risk of his life, 
and saves the beautiful daughter of the 
rich squire There was the mevitable 
mortgage, the theft of the pocketbook and 
Suspicion f{hrown Hpon the irtuous hero 

and, in the end. virtue triumphant 

“Fight and Win” differs from the 
Algae r formula mW le tail but it’ be longs to 
the same school of literature The hero 
plaved by that accomplished actor, Mh 
Jack Dempsey is an ex-pugilist who ba 
ettled down to blacksmithing to please 
his aged mother Mother 
had never heard of Mr 


million dollar 


apparent] 
shalfia 


The re are scone 


Dempsey 
purses 
good fight scenes in the preture 

Concerning Ma 
only fair to say that he tried awfull 
hard. Newman Levy. 


Demipse Vs acting ita 








THE SHOW THAT MADE NEW YORK FAMOUS 


ow that Mr. Gilbert Seldes has 
| \ finally discovered the music show 

genius of Florenz Ziegfeld on the 
fifteenth anniversary of the discovery of 
the fact by everyone else wn America. we 
may call it unanimous and proceed to the 
further business of the meeting. This 
business concerns the Rev. Dr.’s latest 
glorification of those portions of the 
American girl that are customarily re- 
served for the eve of her husband or her 
osteopath. In this latest glorification, 
the Rev. Dr. discloses himself to be up 
to his standard. He is still gifted, as 
no other of his colleagues, with the knack 
of making a pieface look like a charlotte 
russe and with the talent for making a 
good-leoking girl look so much better 
looking than she actually is that the 
Colony restaurant puts in another table 
the moment the report on her reaches 
its ears. 

The estimable Flo’s proficiency in the 
beautification of female anatomy has 
long been a favorite subject for my criti- 
cal profundities. I have already written 
some 50,000 or 60,000 words on it, or a 
sum total in invested earnings of 200 
cases of champagne, 120 cases of gin, 
82 cases of Scotch, 47 cases of Italian 
vermouth and three and one-half cases of 
Chartreuse. It is, indeed, to-day so 
widely known and generally accepted a 
fact that the M. Ziegfeld can convert a 
piece of intrinsically homely femininity 


by Ceorge Jean Nathan 


into something that will make at least 
500 Yale bovs flunk their examimations 
that. following the usual practice m sich 
instances, dissenters are already arising 
to prove that what is true isn’t. Never 
theless, this vear, as I have said, the old 
boy once avaia does himself ;roud. His 
“Follies” stage contains a wealth of 
wench loveliness. 

In other phases of this season's show, 
however, the M. Ziggy’s genius is not up 
to scratch. This is particularly true in 
the matter of comedy, always his weakest 
pot. Surely we have a right to expect 
something better from him than jokes 
about noiseless soup spoons and pieces of 
business wherein a man finds, after he has 
kissed a girl, that his watch and wallet are 
Even Will Rogers does not run 
on high this vear. Some of his material 
is good, but he overdoes politics to such a 


Missing. 


degree that he wears pretty thin before 
the evening is over. As Ziegfeld’s first 
lieutenant, the M. Gene Buck, always 
accurately knows, however, all such de- 
ficiencies are quickly to be rectified, in his 
own words, by bringing on the gals. And 
doubtless by this time the gals have been 
brought on sufficiently often to fill up 
the opening night’s great wide open 
spaces. 

Some of the scenic pictures are in the 
best “Follies” tradition, both Ludwig 
Kainer and John Wenger exhibiting their 
newest wares to advantage. And Ben 


Ali Haggin’s costumes for the first act 
finale are supremely eve-fetching. Ther 
are many familiar faces, in addition to 
Will Rogers—if one may call Rogers 
face familiar. There is Ann Pennington 
still shaking a coy knee with her pristine 
vigor; Irving Fisher, who can simg a 
sentimental song with all the imtense 
seriousness of Eimstei: working out a 
theory of relativity; charming little Ma 
Daw, who is doubtless being lined up by 
the Rev. Dr. to follow some day in 
Mary Eaton's shoes; the always humor- 
ous Tom Lewis and the always unhumor- 
ous Lupino Lane: Vivienne Segal, in 
excellent voice and grown attractively 
slender: and Brandon Tynan I some 
how can never think of anything to say 
about Brandon Twnan. There is un- 
doubtedly something that can be said 
about Brandon Tynan, but what it is I 
don't know. Let somebody els trv hs 
hand at it. 

There are two corps of Tiller girls in 
the show. Both are as perfectly trained 
as the various troupes we have seen in 
the past. One of ‘heir numbers, a rope 
skipping dance, is the best thing of its 
kind that Tiller has sent over from Eng- 
land. All in all, despite its lack of 
originality and poor showing in the de 
partment of humor, an exhibition that 
tickles the retina. The girls were never 
fairer. And the girls are ever the 


Follies.” 





As the tennis enthusiast sezs the adherents of other sports. 
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“Can you swim?” 
“Oh, well enough to be rescued!” 


= HE Bivue Banpanna,” by Hubert 
Osborne, is one of those whang- 
doodles in which the star actor plays the 
dual réle of a clubman and a crook, each 
of whom bears such a striking resem- 
blance to the other that no one -except 
everyone in the audience and the actors 
on the stage, who have difficulty in keep- 
ing themselves from laughing out loud— 
can tell them apart. In order properly 
to enjoy such a play, one must say to 
one’s self, after the tenth highball: “I 
must now cunningly hornswoggle myself 
into believing that I shall be unable to 
distinguish the one character from the 
other despite the fact that, so far as my 
eve and ear make out, they are as plainly 
differentiated the one from the other as 
a glass of beer and a zebra.” 
Personally, I happen to be one of those 
unfortunate fellows who isn’t able to 
turn the trick, so I am unable to get the 


same pleasure out of such entertain- 
ments that my more gifted associates do. 
I'd like to have a 
great time thrilling to the situation in 
which the fashionable clubman is mis- 
taken by the heroine for the crook simply 
because he wears a cap instead of an 
Alpine hat and pronounces “girl” “goil,” 


I am sorry about it. 


but it apparently is beyond my humble 
talents. Instead of getting the thrill Td 
like to get, I get only a feeling that there 
are two damn fools around the place, 
the heroine being one of them and yours 
truly being the other. For when the 
management sends me tickets to review 
such a dingus and, having no way of 
knowing its nature in advance, I dutifully 
go around to review it, I always look 
around in embarrassment after the first 
act to see if anyone I respect and who has 
any respect for me is in the house. So 
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far, however, I have had no need for 
worry. I haven’t been caught. 


Gouetuine called “Shooting Shadows,” 
\ by the Messrs. Carlton and Manley, 
opened up the other night. I sat through 
about an act and a half of it. I then left 
the theater, went to the nearest Western 
Union’ Office and sent a telegram to the 
editor of this periodical demanding that 
he double my salary or else relieve me 
for once and all of the duty of reviewing 
any more of these so-called mystery plays. 
As my substitute on such occasions, | 
have nominated Giacomo Johnson, the 
young colored office boy. Giacomo ts the 
perfect person for the job. In the first 
place, he is light enough to pass for a 
Caucasian, and hence will not embarrass 
the theater management. 

“Shooting Shadows” is pretty awful 
stuff. I decline to review it 





WHO KILLED COCK ROBIN’? 


- n Axpassapor’s Mrmorrs” (the 
first volume. from July, 1914, 
to June, 1915), by Maurice 


Paleologue . the last French Ambassador 


to the Russian court, has been issued im 


an English translation. by Doran. and 


is a fascinating, a revealing, and a quite 


terrible beak Vhe publisher's blurb on 
the eover savs the book contams “aston- 
ishing revelations of the seeret history of 


Russia as she slowly but surely sank into 
het Slough of Despond 
But it coniaims considerably 
more than that. Ht eontains 
astonishing revelations of 
the evmiceal pessimism, the 
footless hypocrisy, the mi- 


cron opi calibe 1 ofl the pre 


war diplomats— all of 
them who rushed around 
like terrified ants trvmg 
with their feeble “arts” to 


avert the catastrophe they 
aw impe nding. but deter- 
mined —all of 


lo avert 


them not 
it except each on 
is own Lerts 


Only the Austrian 


Ambassador emerges with 
sume credit He kept 


mumbling ervptically, “The 
machine is in motion.” It 
certamils 
little 


ing the poor deluded Czar, 


Was. These pvor 


diplomats, surround- 
were about as competent to 
lopitasa puffball growing 


between the rails is ade- 


quate to stop the Empire 
Stat Express. The best 
they could do was to trv to 


maneuver the rising whirl- 
wind so that it would ap- 


to come from 


peat entirely 
Germans M. Paléologue 
is delightfully frank on this 
But it is only too 


apparent that it came from 


~cCore 


all quarters, and that Czar- 


ism. and the control of 


millions of armed men by — pyt strong. 


one weak mortal, and gen- 
erations of 


“diplomacy,” nicely.” 


and, more generations of 
“patriotism, 
had their 

After the 


logue 


and God knows what all, 
share. 

war had started, M. Paléo- 
in a talk with Sazonov, suggested 
the value of a Russian intelligence service 
in Germany, to stir up the Socialists. 
started. Ina sharp, dry voice 


‘Not that! No! No! 


never be one of our 


“Sa ZANON 
he ene lanned 
Revolution will 


Wegpons ! 


Grim Lady—I'd like a leash, please. 


“Here you are, 


by Walter Prichard Eaton 


The Frenchman pressed his point. but 
“our conversation rested there. Sazano 
The 


evocation of the specter of revolution had 


had ceased to be at all expansive. 


suddenly frozen him.” 
Naturally The 


preferred even the vietory of Germany to 


Czar and his cirele 
the loss of their own precious pris ileges, 
Naturally. Well, Nicholas 


lived to see revolution rather nearer home 


than Berlin. And 


poor old 


curiously enough, a 











Not 


too 


ma'am. This should fit the 


Russian millionaire industrialist. in 1915, 


predicted to the French Ambassador, 
with astonishing accuracy, exactly the 


This 


volume does not reach the actual revolu- 


course the revolution would take 


tion, but it shows so clearly the rottenness 


and inevitable dissolution of the old 
régime that the action of French (and of 
the rest of us, for that matter) tn teving 


to bolster it up again becomes, tn the 


Zu 


light of a 
doubl ‘ 


national selfishness 


Frenehman own account, 


meal, a form of depraved 
A vivid and important book, that will 
en less of “diplomas 


that os 


make vou think ey 


than vou think now i possible 


A xp now to more cheerful matters 
. Pollyanna Prade-marl vou ma 
recall, when told that there was a war 
on, eried = gladl lPrade-mark Isnt 
Lhveat this Think how mia 
men will get work making 
wooden legs!’ After the 


death of Mrs Por 
Pollvanna 


almost 


untimely 
ler, creator of 
Prade-mark it 
looked as if the 


have to 


world would 


eceuse heing glad 


lrade-mark). and silverlin 


wgs depreciated 397 © pont 


on the stock exchange. But, 
lo! we bring vou glad (‘Trade 
mark tidings, of great 
\" Harriet Lummis 
Smith has sprung mnto the 
breach. and | ( Page « 
Co. announce a new and 
third = glad Trade-marl 
book. Alas, they have not 
ent us a copy of the bool 


only the circular deseribing 
it. 
The Tuirp Guap Book 
Trad ark 
since we are quite sure 
that Pollyanna will make 


the best of ann poor tis]; 
who leads her to the altar 


safely 


we may affirm, even 
without the text at hand, 
that we are vlad Track 


mark Pollyanna has jomnerd 
the John Brown's Sorry] 
( lub. 

Ss) long azo we al 


T 
No 
4 


through a performance 


of Edward Knobloc k's play - 


expensive, “The Lullaby.” ino which 
Florence Reed depicted the 
gentleman ‘descent of woman. It was 
sclentific curiosity. which 
kept us there to the bitter 
end. The play Was a popular SHCCOSS, and 


we wanted to find out why. 


We didn't. 


It has now been published by Putnam’s, 


in a volume with two other Knoblock 
masterpieces, and we have been perus 
ing the text, again imspired by scien- 


tiie curiosity. But with even less satis- 
results. We give it up. The 
*Marie-Odile” ane 


on pau }f af) 


factory 
other two plays are 


/ 


( onti ile’ 
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2 u short crreuit somew here 
| She Well why dont ou lengthen it 
: dear? Utah Humbug 
: 
: 
SS 
‘ / 
(\ 
My 
Ci \~ 
y \ 
of % 
a 
AX 
hi \ 
‘ \ £7 tim” yf 
McNutt—Just burned a hun- 
dred-dollar bill 
McMutt—Gosh! You must 
be a millionaire! 
“Well, it's easier to burn ‘em 
than to pay ’em.’ 
Toronto Goblin 
Aaa 
Small Boy Ao stranget Did vou lose 
a dollar this morning 
Stranger Whi Ves l hbeheve l have 
Have Vou found dotie? 
| ‘No | just wanted to find out how 
many have been lost this morning 
j Yours makes ninety-six 
Wash. Cougar’s Pau 
Aaa 
Poor F hi after breathless minute) 
Dearest, am | the first man that ever held 
ou in his arms? 
hau Fisher Yes of course! Whi ilo 
you men always ask that the first thing? 
Tenn Mugwump 











That swavs the willow tree. 

Her wondrous eves are like the skies, 
\s blne as blue can be 

NMiy girl is like a rippling brook, 
Because she's fast? 

Just take a look at 
It babbles on forever. 


Oh, never! 
brook 


any 


De never Parrakeet. 


a) 


Headline Knocks Man 


“Lightning 


Out of Bed.” We suppose he said, “All 
right, dear, Vil get right up.” 


(ve orgia Ye llou Ja hel 


Aas 


“Did vou ever 
who drank gasoline 

No” 

Now, 


“Ah, auto-intoxieation!” 


about the 


for hooteh?”’ 


hear man 


instead of hicking, he honks.” 


Wisconsin Oc topu. 





He (after a long argument)—So you 
see, dear, you misjudged in saying that 
1 was making to that other girl 
just because we were out on the porch 

She—All right. I believe you. Now 
wipe that eyebrow off your cheek and 
we'll go home 

—Notre Dame Juggler 


love 





“Oh, Jack, vou do exagverate 


—" ell, then, every 


other da 





“Do you ever talk in your sleep? 
“No, I talk in other 


>** 


people's 
“How's that 


“I’m a minister.’ —Utah Humbug 


Aaa 
— write a pevenn im often munhubes an 
think nothing of it. 
* Probably evervor else thant Lie 
same. Notre Da / 
Aaa 
i don't thial I'd bike to dn itt apri 
culturist.” 
“Why?” 
‘Too many harrowing detail 
| herst l d Jen 
AAs 
“Chuck must have a pretty good ear 
He told me he hasn't pent au cent 


repairs this vear.”’ 
“Ves, the fellow ul the 
the same thing.”’ 


vurupe 


bale Kec ord 


sle ep 


told ric 


J / 
r ‘ P / 
= YS a BN 
Elevator Blues "Tis Too True 
Peeves?” queried the el Vator bov. M othe r Now, Bather bbe know that 
’ 1 cannot express iboin quite thal ver- things will be all right Whatever 
nacular, but itis mdeed disconcerting to vive is returned two-fold 
called up and then to be called Father — Yes, two-fold is right. T ga 
down.” Wosconsts Octo pu vy my daughter to that college man and 
\ ee thev Il both be with us when the semester 
PY YY nBBtr : 
iii ' ; ends. Wash. Cougar's Pa 
Prof Aft lel | beat M? GIRL is like the sweet, wild rose 
rokessor ter cle ermmyY tong becrure ‘ 
the Phil - Phat blooms along the wavy, ats 
ol it PLLEPoPotrie® Cyliestion 
; And 2 Sa itl What 1 Th My girl is like the weleome shower “Young man, can T get into the park 
it rae i j Nike ‘> yaotl 
Upon a sultry day through this gate? 
cpriborns » ° 
My girl is like a fungus vine “Guess so, lady L just saw a load ot 
Smith sil ou took the very words . : 
Phat clmgs to any tree; hay go through West Point Pointe 
outoof my mouth Mich. Gargoyle . 
J You think her green?’ Oh. no. | mean Prr 
sae Phe way she lives off me. 
a “Mabel, Vou grow more ln aitil il « ery 
Il attempting to start car Phis day.” 
darned self-starter won't work! There is My girl is like the summer breeze 
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The Damaged Lady—Yes, indeed, Mrs. Brown, married life has been a 


reg lar eye-opener to me! 


Dregs 


(With A pologie s to Moore 


()" in the stilly night, 


Ere slumber’s chain has bound me, 
Foid memory brings the light 
Of other days around me; 
The five-cent beers 
Of former years, 
The glee at oaken tables; 
The bar that shone, 
Now doomed and gone— 
(,ood times that seem like fables! 
| in the stilly night, 
[cre slumber’s chain has bound me, 
id memory brings the light 
Of other days around me. 


And when I think how all 
Good fellows got together 
Ere prohibition’s pall 
Came round to spoil fair weather, 
I feel like one 
For whom the sun 
Has evermore departed, 
And silent mourn 
For Barleycorn 
Who kept the boys light-hearted. 
Thus in the stilly night, 
Ere slumber’s chain has bound me, 
Sad memory brings the licht 
Of other days around me. FE. J. K. 


A Respite 
The Golddigger (sympathetically)—] 
suppose your wife doesn’t understand 
vou? 
J. Peck Gayladd—You bet she does! 
But don’t let it worry you—she’s out of 
town 


To Relieve Traffic Congestion 


[> coop friend, Prof. Gohnon A. 
’ Rampage, the famous efficiency 
expert, has evolved a plan of traffic regu- 
lation which bids fair to relieve conges- 
tion. Its ingenuity is rivaled only by 
its simplicity of operation and the wonder 
is that others have not thought of it be- 
fore. (But Professor Rampage will be 
remembered as the savant who proved 
that one could put two and two together 
to make twenty-two if given sufficient 
provocation. ) 

The professor's scheme is unique in that 
it involves taking the police into one’s 
confidence. “On the busiest corners of 
our busiest cities at the busiest moment 
of the busiest day,” is the professor’s 











simple, yet effective, slogan. Which 
means that the traflic officer on duty at 
the psychological moment presses a 
secret button on the semaphore so that 
the signal “GO” appears on all four 
sides. 

When the wreckage has been cleared 
away one can appreciate that most of the 
machines involved will be laid up for 
repairs for some time if not actually con- 
signed to the junk pile. Consequently 
traffic will show a corresponding diminu- 
tion of congestion for such period of in- 
activity. 

As these cars gradually are returned to 


service and traffic again becomes too intri- 
cate, Professor Rampage’s scheme i 
called into play again. And so ad in- 


finitum. 


It has been suggested that not a few 
pedestrians may be rendered hors d 
combat by the professor's simple expedi- 
ent; but that phase of the situation like 
wise plays an important role in_ traffic 
relief. 

Professor Rampage has recently taken 
over a controlling interest in the Nation 
Wide Salvage and Scrap Iron Corpora 
tion. He also operates artificial limb 
factories in Herrin, Ill., Valparaiso, Ind 
Mer Rouge, La., and Lilly, Pa. 

ma Fe 


In the Beginning 


“Ts your boy old enough to talk yet?” 
“No. He’s only just learning the 
makes of cars.” 


To the World at Large 


Trate Citizen (from bedroom window 
Say, you, down there; who are you talk- 


ing to? 
Intoxicated One—Nobuddy ’n perticiler. 
I’m just broadcashtin’. 








Awful dream of a gentleman who has been having too much scenic railway. 
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Lord 





Help Those Who Help Themselves 
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Champion—You keep yer trap closed or I'll give yuh a poke in the jaw! 


THE ROMANCE OF THE ANIMAL CRACKER 


(Re printed froma pam phlet of the Eat Um 
{live Animal Cracker Co. 


N° DOUBT the average animal crac ker 
. lover, when he buys a box of animal 
crue ke rs, scure ely realizes what a romance 
of industry lies behind the production of 
these luscious, vet so nourishing, deli 
cacies, 

Learned scholars have pursued the his 
tory of the animal cracker far back into 
the mists of time. In the tomb of Tut 
ankh-amen were found the prototypes of 
the animal cracker of to-day: unleavened 
cookies hammered into the form of cats, 
Although beautiful 
in design and workmanship, their taste is 


bulls and dragons, 


somewhat gritty, in nowise to be com- 
pared to the melting smoothness we all 
know and love. 

Phroughout the Middle Ages the 
secrets of animal cracker making were 
handed down from father to son, and 
were preserved as the property of the 
Guilds. The designs were severely con- 
ventionalized; the angular attitudes of 
the unicorn and the stiff, hard draperies 
of Adam point to the thraldom to con- 
vention of the artists of the time. 

But the Renaissance, with its redis- 
covery of classical antiquity, and its 
Jiberation of the mind from medieval 
scholasticism, brought with it a great 
fHowering of the art of the animal cracker 
“Animula, vagula, blandula!” sang one 
of the great Humanists, referring, it 


appears from minute researches, to an 
eating elephant. For the first time living 
models began to be used; it is related that 
Fra Gimmi da Boloni for years kept a 
goat in his bakery; luecrezia Borgia is 
said to have posed for the great Jello 
Vanilla’s Eve, the first gingerbread nude. 

(An interesting anecdote of this turbu- 
lent period may well bear repetition. The 
crackers made for Lucrezia Borgia’s per- 
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sonal use were divided into two lot 
plain and poisoned. “have a hippopot- 
amus!” she would say winningly to a 
visiting archbishop, herself picking out a 
buffalo. For Jello Vanilla had written on 
the morning’s bill: “Buffalo bonissimo; 
hippopotame no good!’ 

With the rise of modern industrialism 
the art of the animal cracker has been 
revolutionized, No longer are the crackers 
elaborately carved by hand. Great 
stamps in the Eat-Um-Alive factories, 
marked “Camel,” “Piggy-wiggy,”” “Hor- 
sy,” ete., turn out the finished product at 
the rate of over three and a half billion a 
day. In addition to the factories, mumer- 
ous assembly plants are maintained in 
different sections of the United States, 
where the animals are assembled, two by 
two, into Arks, and a regulation Adam 
and Eve inserted. 

Visitors to the Eat-Um-Alive plants 
hever fail to be pressed by the high 
standards they find there so rigidly en- 
forced. As in Gothie cathedrals, those 
parts of the elephants one does not see are 
constructed with the same painstaking 
care as the exteriors. That bugbear of 
the animal-cracker amateur, broken tails, 
absolutely cannot occur with our new ex- 
clusive semi-rigid full-floating tail con- 
struction. We use only the highest grade 
heat-tested triple-ply vanadium veast. 
It is more expensive; it is usually only to 
be found in de luxe foreign hand wrouglit 
animal crackers; but our only purpose it 


business is to serve the public and give 
them the best, no matter what the cost. 
Can you afford to buy just ordinary 
animal crackers? Can you bear to hear 
that bitter cry of the kiddies: “It's an 


inferior animal cracker, Daddy! It isn't 


an Eat-Um-Alive!” M. B 





THE BROOK THAT PASSES A SANITARIUM 
“Look what I caught—a—pair o’ breeches!” 


“S-s-s-sh! Don’t make such a noise! 
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You'll frighten away the suspenders!” 
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Theatrical Manager —What's vour line, 


anvhow? 

Miss Tootl Anything in the line of 
tragedy. 

“Righto! Let's see what vou can do— 
make me sob tke a ehild.’ 

The Bulletin (1 dney ). 
ht ot 

Lawyer (to client in prison)—You must 
admit. that L have done everything possl- 
ble for Vou. 

Prisoner—No, vou haven't. There's 
my ten vears vou ought to serve. 


Le Pele Méle (Paris). 


ttt 


“Mamma,” exclaimed Mary, bursting 
into the room, “thev're teaching domestic 
wile nee al se hool now a 

“You mean domestic science, dear,” 
corrected her mother. 

“Perhaps,” interposed father mildly, 
“the litthe darlmg means what she says.” 

7it-Bits (London). 


tt 


“Pve a great secret to tell you, Mrs. 
Schmidt. Can you keep silent?” 

“Ves, but not verv long.” 

Mcgyendorfer-Blatter (Munich). 

tt 
Woman—Do you charge for children? 
Conductor—Under five, we do not. 
‘Well, L have only three.” 
Answers | Lk madon). 


(gee Mo dyer’ “e 
sed ttle 
Wilern Pimms 


Polite Boy—'Scuse me speakin’ with my mouth full, mother, but Edna’s just voice in the election?” 


fallen into the pond! 
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Vorld 


“T can't live with the man. LT abso 
You have no idea what kind 
of a man he ts, this husband of min If 


limes ¢ hange 


lutely can't 


he were a woman. Strindberg would have 
married him so as to write a series of 


play sabout him He's evervthimg that a 


han shouldn't hve He's ley ' He's a 
glutton! All day Jong he is chewing 


away at something 

A vear later after eBcquirmg a new hus- 
band: 

“TL can’t live with the man. I abso- 
lately cant. Nobody can! He is lazy 
and greedy and good for nothing What 
a character he would make for a play or 
a novel! Now, my first husband he was 





just the opposite » dear fine fellow le 


Was.” Klicgende Blatter (Munich). 


Boy (watching father arrange slides 
and notes)—Dad, why is it that when 
Sata you spend your holiday in the Holy 
According to Mr. Bramer, the famous Land you always give a lantern lex 
explorer, the natives of Naibavi, in the ture on it—you never do when you 
> been to Paris? 
—Passing Show (London). 


tt ok 


Pacific, always keep true to their mat 
riage vows, and profiteering is unknow: 
Civilization, however, is sure to overtal« 
them before long. S. O “a 


assing & ( 
Passing hou London ° On the trip to America there WHS a 


ree terrible storm. Mr. Regenbogen and 
Mr. Schwarzehild were in’ the same 


Ardent Suitor (to her maid)—Hlere’s 


. : cabm, and Regenbogen., looking out of 
five franes if vou will get me a lock of her A 


; the upper berth, was surprised to see 
hair. PI ' eae 


Maid—Make it a gold piece, and Pl 
give you the whole wig. 


Le Péle Méle (Paris). 


Schwarzchild powdered, rouged and ar- 
raved in corsets and other feminine 
apparel 

“What's wrong, Sclowarzic. ure vou 
erazv?” he asked. 

“Crazy nothing! Dont vou know 
that if the ship goes down, they always 
say, “Women and children first’? 

Lustige Blatter (Berlin 


bt ot 


 .! 


Doctor—But, madam, a woman of vour 
age can’t expect to grow vounger! 
Patient—T'm not asking that. doetor 
All T want vou to do is to keep me grow 
ing older a little bit longer 
The Bulletin (Svdine 


cx! 


Little Karl noticed that his father for 
along while had nothing to sav at home 


Finally the bov asked. “Do vou have a 


—London Mail. Jugend (Munich). 
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“Coming out, Fred? We've fed the goat with mother’s big sponge, and now we're going to let 
—Passing Show (London). 


him have a drink.” 
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Ain’t It a Shame? 


Ore upon a time there were two little 
girls—one’s name was Mary, the 
other’s Dolores. 

When Mary was sixteen she went to 
business college. Afterward she got a 
job as a stenographer in a radio factory 
and fell in love with the foreman. They 
were married and had five children. 
John, the husband, came home at 
six-fifteen every night, ate his dinner, 
turned on his home-made radio and read 
the success articles in the Boosters’ Maga- 
zine. Mary sewed and said nothing. 

In the meantime Dolores had bobbed 
her hair and joined the chorus. Natu- 
rally, Mary would not have anything to do 
with her sister after that. She did not 
want her five children to be spoiled by the 
bad example of their aunt. So John had 
never met Dolores. 

But 

As you all know, men who read the 
Boosters’ Magazine faithfully and live up 
to its teachings, are bound to make good 
eventually. John was not satisfied to 
remain a foreman in the factory where he 
had met his wife, and he invented a 
device for the elimination of static from 
radio. He went to his banker. 

“Mr. Higginbottom,” he said to the 
banker, “I am poor but honest and I have 
an invention which will revolutionize the 
radio industry. All I need is $500,000 
to finance it, and you and I will both be 
independently rich.” 


“T know you are poor,” said the banker 
with a frown (there was really no reason 
for frowning except that all bankers ar¢ 
supposed to frown when asked for money), 
“but how do I know you are honest? 
How do I know I shall get my $500,000 
back?” 

“Why, Mr. Higginbottom, I read the 
Boosters’ Magazine regularly.” 

“Enough,” the banker cried. “‘Here is 
my check for $500,000. All I want for 
my share is fifty-one per cent. of the 
stock.” 

With $500,000, his honesty, his inven- 
tion and his magazine John soon became 
a multimillionaire. 

Mary, his wife, remained a perfectly 
good woman, a model mother, a splendid 
housekeeper, a faithful wife— 





The Spell of the Yukon. 


26 


So, what was more natural than that 
John, the husband, should finally be 
weaned away by one younger, prettier, 
more dashing 

This would probably never have hap- 
pened if John had not stopped reading the 
Boosters’ Magazine. It was not the 
magazine’s fault. When his subscrip- 
tion expired they sent him letters warn 
ing him that he would be sorry if he did 
not renew it but success had made him 
haughty and he did not sign the enclosed 
card, 

He went to the Gaiety Theater one 
night with a party of friends. The show 
was “Nudes of the Night,” and there in 
the center of the stage he saw a beautiful 
apparition who sang that song the whole 
country was crazy about: 

“Grab me! Sock me! 

tight! 

“Be rough, babe, but do it right!” 

One of his friends knew the manager 
of the show, who took the party back 
stage and there John met the beautiful 
girl who had sung the song. He sug 


Squeeze me 


gested a drive. The girl was not particu- 
larly enthusiastic, but when John added 
“in my Bolls-Boyce™ she accepted. 

As they were thus riding he moved 
close to her, put his arm around her neck, 
and whispered: 

“T could learn to love vou, girlie.” 

“Oh, you could, could you?” she re 
plied (for she had also heard this before). 

“Yes, [ could. If you ever need a 
friend call on me.” 











ip 
the 
the 


rl 
did 
Lm 


sed 


rie 
ow 
an 
iful 


ole 


me 


ger 
ack 

iful 
ug 
icu- 


ded 


ved 


ck, 


re). 


doa 





That sounded better, so she snuggled 
close and his head was in a whirl. 

“By the way, what is your name?” he 
asked. 

“Margareta de la Fontaineblau,” she 
said. 

“No, not vour stage name, vour real 
name,” he urged. “Don’t you trust 
me?” 

“Dolores Quinn,” she answered 

“That's strange,” he exclaimed. “*My 
wife’s name was Quinn when she worked 
in the factory and she had a sister whose 
name was Dolores.” 

“My God!” Dolores ejaculated, and an 
excited ten minutes of questions and 
answers followed. 

“Take me to Mary.” she cried, “take 
me to my little sister. I am sick of all 
this.” 

John assented, tears in his eves! He, 
too, had come to his senses. 

“What a glorious reunion it will be,” 
he said to the softly weeping Dolores. 
“You must live with us and forg t about 
the naughty stage.” 

“T will.” she pledged herself. They 
drove up be fore his home . 

“Wait here in the hall,” he whispered. 
“T am going to bring Marvy down and 
surprise her.” 

He rushed up the stairs and shouted: 
*“Marv— Marv.” 

No answer. The bedroom was dark. 
She must be asleep. He turned on the 
light—no Marv! But to his bed he 
found pinned this note: 


JOHN DEAR 

“TI could stand it no longer. The Boosters’ 
Vagazine has shown you one way—the 
Sunday papers have shown me the other. 
If the ice don’t come to-morrow you'll know 


with whom I've fled 


John looked at Dolores. 
looked at John. 

“T’ve lost Mary,” he whuspe red, “but 
I’ve gained Dolores.” 

“Yes, John,” she nodded. 

She took off her squirrel coat—lighted a 
cigarette and headed for the sideboard. 

Ericu BrANDEIs. 


Dx rhc res 


Due to Prohibition 
A Russian named Nikolay Nisky, 


Whose dancing was nimble and frisky, 
Now gets all his kick 
From candy—for Nik 
Drinks nothing but Butter-Scotch 
whiskey. 


The Crapehanger 
High—Cheer up. Things are not as 
bad as they seem. 
Low—No, but they seem so. 


Too Much Work 


Fether—Our grandmothers never used 
rouge! They got their red cheeks by 
going to bed early and taking plenty of 
good exercise. 

Daughter—Gee! They must have been 
vain to have gone to all that trouble. 








“What a whale of a difference 
just a few cents make!” 





—all the difference | 





AY between just an ordinary cigarette 





Rattlesnake Flat Notes 


TH annual meeting of the Rattlesnake 

Flats Chapter of the Sons of the West 
was held last night. The usual business 
was transacted, every member announc- 
ing himself a candidate for sheriff. 

Inkspot Weeds says he ain't going to 
write no more editorials telling Mr. 
Coolidge what to do in the Weekly Rattli 
as the President must be too busy to read 
the Rattle because he ain’t done a thing 
yet that Inkspot has told him to do. 

The telephone down at the livery stable 
has been taken out because Old Bill, the 
horse that used to pull the fire engine, 
busted out of his stall and ran down to 
S. Simonolensky’s second-hand furniture 
store from force of habit every time any- 
body rang the livery stable. 

“Uncle Tom’s Cabin” was unable to 
show here last night entire because Aunt 
Sarah Smeek’s maltese tomcat chased 


7 


| and—FATIMA, the most skillful | 
blend in cigarette history. | 





the three bloodhounds out into the desert 
soon after the troupe arrived and kept 
them out there until time for the milk 
wagon early this morning. 

The three half-breed cattle rustlers 
that was caught down in Centipede Draw 
last night was brought into town in a 


wagon this morning. After viewing the 


bodies and hearing the evidence. the 
coroner's Jury returned a verdict of death 


from natural causes. 


In the Course of Events 
“If vou refuse me,” he swore, “I shall 
die.” 
She refused him 
Sixty vears later he died 


Heard on a Flivver 
30 xr 3) 2 Tire 
30 x 3 T ire 


you won't be. 


I'm bigger than vou are. 
Oh, go sit on a tack, then 
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Do You Owe Yourself 
a New Car? 

If You Do, Don't Buy 
Hastily 


[here is a make and model 
best suited to your requirements 

youl pocket-box | and 
there is the Motor Department 
of JUpce to help you find that 


Cdl 


the Motor 
Department are absolutely {ree 


lhe services of 


to all readers of Jupet Lise 


’ 


ne coupon helow to obtain the 


unbiased advice of its 


ak! 


UULOMO 


.e expert 


Please fill out the coupon 


omplet« ly 


so that we may know 


your requirements in detail 


COL PON 
\foter Department 
Jupat 
627 West 43d St., New York Cit 


| am considering the purchase 
of avar to cost about $ and 
am especially interested in one of 
the ; ; make 
type 
\fy requirements for @ car are as 
follows 
Capacily 
| pe of bod itteewew eee 662 
rivenand cared § self 
for b l.. chauffeur 
ind of which car 
re 


roads over 


/ hat Cc 


make, which | would 

like toturn inas partial payment 

Ihe following cars of approxi- 

mately the tvpe in which | am 

interested are handled by dealers 
in my territory 


best suited to my requirements. 
Van 
\ddress 














MOTOR DEPARTMENT 


Subsersbera dearring practical help or tech 
nical information about motor cara. trucka. 
neceaeorie 





or touring routes, can obtain vt 
g to the Motor Deuprtment. Jena, 
jad Street. New Yor, No charor 
made for thie service Please remember that 
} a two-cent stamp should he inclosed for reply 











Harnessing the Lightning 


() MANY a motoring trip, you may 


have noticed the large steel poles 
conveying cross-country electric wires, 
and have marveled at the thought that 
these tiny cobwebs are — transmitting 
thousands of horse power at the fearsome 
pressure of from 5,000 to 1,000 volts. 

Under the engine hood of your car, 
however, is an electrical system which, 
while not transmitting the same amount 
of horse power, nevertheless carries as 
high, or even a higher. voltage The 
power of electric current is based on the 
amount flowing and the pressure al which 
it is carried. The power lines in question 
carry a large amount of current at a high 
pressure or voltage, while the tenition 
Wires of vour engine carry an infinitesimal 
amount of current at a pressure of from 
10,000 to 20,000 volts. The power line 
requires this high voltage to overcome 
the transmission losses and the resistance 
which would otherwise be set up im the 
Wires; your engine carries this higher 
voltage in order to force the current across 
the gap in your plugs and thus form the 
spark which ignites the mixture im each 
cylinder. 

The popular analogy between cle 
tricity and water is even more striking 
when applied to the ignition current of an 
automobile engine. If the amount of 
current is likened to the flow of water 
through a large pipe, and the voltage of 
that current is compered with the pres 


| sure or “head” of that flow, we have the 


means for an easily-understandable com- 
parison. ‘The electric power transmission 
system is similar to a pipe line connected 
with a reservoir thousands of feet up in 
the mountains carrying a_ tremendous 
amount of water; while the ignition sys- 
tem would be an infinitesimally smaller 
pipe connected with the same reservoir 
or one at a greater height, throwing a 
needle-like pin-point of water with tre- 
latter 
prick and sting the skin without creating 


mendous — pressure. The would 
any permanent damage, which ts exactly 
the effect of unintentional contact with 
the high-tension wires of your ignition 
system when the engine is running. If 
you should be caught in the maelstroa of 
the larger pipe line, however, death and 
destruction would follow as quickly as 
contact with the high power electric 
transmission system. 

Electricity does not travel willingly 
through air; it much prefers metal. One- 
sixteenth inch air gap offers as much re- 
sistance as thousands of vards of wire, 
and in consequence high pressure must 
be built up to push it across this gap. The 


= 





resistance to the jump across this gap im 


creases with the increase ino pressure of 
the air, and as the spark should by 
formed at the top of the stroke m= each 
engine exlinder when the compresston 

al oits highest, energy sufficient to pump 


anoeh or so of normal am mast be 


a atlabol 

Briefly, the ignition svstem of any auto 
mobile engime consists of but three essen 
lial parts; the source of the current 
Which may he either battery or magneto 


and which includes the apparatus for u 


creasing voltage to from LO.000 to 20.000 
the wires which couduet this high voltage 
current to one end of the spark plugs 
and th 


turns from the other side of the at gayi 


path by which the current re 
thn spark plug to the generating sourec 
The usual means for the return of the 
current is through the iron of the engoy 
and frame of the car. back to the other 
post or terminal of the battery or mag 
nelo ( OSC te nily. our priv ipal prob 
lem becomes that of conducting the eur 
rent from its souree to the gap ome the 
plug for we must remember that the 
electricity is always atte mipting bo reac I 
home by the shortest and easiest wa 
This means that the wires leadmeg to the 
plug must etther be covered with a very 
heavy msulation or must be kept away 
from any metal across which the spark 
nay jump im preference to the high com 
pression gap im the spark plug 
Kleetricity only generates heat when i 
encounters resistance, and as we have 
already shown that the air offers a large 
amount of resistance, we can understand 
why the spark represents such an intense 
When electricity is al 


lowed lo follow ail cCas\ 


point of heat. 
and undisputed 
path, it does so without fuss and creates 
curbon 


no heat. Therefore, if oil on 


accumulates on the pomts of the spark 
plug and thus bridges the gap, the current 
will pass by this material without se 
much as a show of anger, and the heat 
which we desire for the explosion of the 
mixture will not be generated. This ts 
known as a short circuit, or route by 
which the current can return to tts soures 
without jumping the spark gap. 
Nine-tenths of all motoring difficulties 
emanate from the ignition system. Spark 
plugs may become soobhy, thre poms mas 
become burned, the msulation cracked or 
effected by oil or other difficulties mauen 
cmg one or all evlmders. In these days of 
multi-evlinder engimes, it is exceedingly 
difficult at times to locate the source of 
the trouble or even the exact position ol 
the evlinder which is failing to deliver 
its share of the power. Several methods 
may be followed, but’ probably the sim 
plest is Lo invest a dollar or so in one of the 
pencil-like spark plug testers which are 
available from 


almost any accessors 


dealer. The point of this peneil, when 
placed on any one of the plugs, will indi 
cate the exact firing conditions whieh 
occur al the time of ignition 


Haroun W. SLA USON 
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Their cat is the mother of 


our kitten.” 


Phe Shock ot the Century 


SENATOR Acousric, the vest of honor, 
‘ Wits about to speak \s he rose from 
hus chair, the seven reporters began serib 
bling on their sheafs of paper What 


thie all wrote was 


“Senator Leooustu ‘ speech Wils iis 


follows “This is) indeed oa SUPrprise, 
Your toastmaster has taken me quite 
imawares, as T did not expect to be called 
pon. Elowever, that reminds me of the 


story about the two Trishmen, named 
Pat and Mik 
Phe senator 
bv Pall 
I had plenty of warning about speak 
mg here, but Twas unable to 
of wy so | jr 


cleared lis throat) and 


wriggle oul 


epared i speech Which etl 
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Gentleman—Isn't it a good thing we 
got out of this page in time? 
Lady—Why ? 


“Well, it has saved us having to 
make a joke —Passing Show 





must listen to, although vou know as well 
aus Ido that I have not the faintest idea 
what Lam talking about.” 

At this poimt the Senator was obliged 
to stop. Pandemonium had broken 


loose. ‘The 


women screamed hysterically and strong 


seven reporters fainted, 


men bowed their heads im wunashamed 
emotion \ new era had dawned for 


humanity 


Consolation 


TT ads these days are getting entirely 
“How did 


look this morning?” and “Do vou feel 


too personal : your garters 


out of place in) socrets 2 "There is one 
that insists that my underwear doesn't 
fit anal 
\ Ke 's of dressing to prove it. 


presents me amo omy 
Another 


and discovers 


cope ily 


undertakes my digestion, 
that TI lack Digby's dew-drenched dough 
nuts to supply the pep I envy most in 
embarrassing 


others. There is a very 


one showing me behind a white strip, 


concealing nothing else but) pyorrhea; 
and another explains why [ have nothing 
lo say at a party: Because | waste my 
spare time playing poker with the boys 
under a slouch hat when | should be 
‘Life of Napoleon” 


Hoor lamp, with a 


studving the * next loa 
gentle expression and 
iu ele uu shave. 

Kvery day these ads remind me of a 
fresh reason why | fail and others succeed : 
boul | profit by the fi, in a Way You 


see Im the guy who writes them. 


O. K. 
My NIL pp How did vou get that 


powder on your coat? 

My Sa p pe No doubt in the subway, 
ke uf 

“And the « upid’s bow on your cheek! 
You got that in the subway too, I sup 
pone!” 

“Yes, dear. But that isn’t a eupid’s 
bow. ‘That’s a heel mark,” 
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‘ Enjoy a Pleasant Voyage on the Great 
Lakes via the D. & C. Waterway Vie! 
Restful-Economical-Healthful-Safe Traveling 


; Palatial, homelike D & C Steamers fl 
moothly ) ir dest tior In 
el bet ID j 
nd ¢ nd or DD tand | ) | 
D&CW terway. Dir | 
these ies tor all sec rt 
Detroit & Buffalo Detroit & Cleveland | 
Ly. Detroit 5:30 p.m. | thy | 
) f ) 2a 
L.v. Buffalo 6:00 p.m. 1s | \ er 
| $6.00 one way, I 4 } 
$11.50 round trip. | Fa $3.60 iy, | 
| BL.9U 1 | 
| 
Kerths, $1.80 up: staterooms. $4 Pp: parlor $ up 
Rail tickets are accepte Automobiles trans, ted. as - 
must be re noved. Wirele aboard. for rese 1 * 
Jurther inj ormatic uddress agent rt partur age 


DETROIT & CLEVELAND NAVIGATION CO. 
General Offices, Detroit, Mich. 


A. A. Schantz, Pres. & ¢ Mer read 
T. McMillar R. ¢ Jdard 
| oS J Vice. Pres . Gen. Pass. & Tkt. Agt A ! 





A ERM Sumner Vac UD, rN 
i sal Only 2 Days from U D 


8 Day Tours $90 


And Up—Inciuding All ixpense 
Longer ‘Tou Bisby e ortio 
All the attractions of a delightful ‘ ug 
to & Quaint Foreign Land 
SAILINGS TWICE WEEKLY 
Most Delightful Season in ane mud 
Average Summer Ter r 
All Sports -Modera he a No Passports 
S. S. “FORT VICTORIA” 
a 6. “FORT ST. GEORGE” 


na lai Tour, Book 
FURNESS BERMt DA LINE 
‘4 Whitehall St, N.Y. or any Tou 4 

















Ad (WILL ¢ 


Without A Teacher 


It’s easy—thousands of others are 
doing it right now — men, women, 










t boys and girls—on this wondertul 
True-Tone 
Bennie Krueger Saxophone 
Director Bennie 


The most beautiful in 
strument inthe popular 
orchestratoday andthe 
easiest to play. That's 
why the Saxophone has 
quickly become so tre 
4 mendously popular to 
dance orchestras, for 


Krueger and his 
Brunswick Or- 
chestra. Bruns- 
wick Records, 
Piays @ 
Buescher. 


home entertainments, 
¥ for church, lodge and schoo! 
Practically everyone can lea: 
to play it. Inonly afew weeks 
you can be playing popular 
airs; youcan take your place ii 
a band or orchestra in 90 days 
if you so desire. 


6 DAYS’ TRIAL 


You may try in yourown hom 
without obligation, thesame ~Saxophonc 
used by the great protessionals,such as Bei: 
Selvin, Bennie Krueger,Clyde Doerr, Tom Brown 
Jos.C. Smith, Donald Clark and hundreds of other 


FREE SAXOPHONE BOOK 


Send tor a free copy. Shows pictures of the great 
Saxophone players and orchestras. Mention any 
other instrument in which you are interested 
Buescher Band Instrument Co. 
Kverything in Band and Urchestra instruments 


133 Buescher Block art, lodiana 
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Engraver’s 
Original 
Proofs 





* The Gift of Gifts”’ 
Drawn by Angus MacDonall 
ANOTHER very | 
4 stud hy 


) 
me ol 


nome 
DGE S most 


lhe advance orders 


uman 


popular artists 
for this particular subject indicate 
that the supply of five hundred 
prools will soon be sold 

The small illustration above gives 
only an idea of the picture itsel! 
The actual drawing 1S reproduced 
from the engravers original plates 
on Heavy Art Mat, 15%x11l)4 


inches in size 
All the details of the original drawing 
are preserved in all their fineness 

A handsome and fitting decoration 
for any room in the home 


Price Fifty Cents 


**Land Ho!”’ 


Drawn by Angus MacDonall 


HIS sentimental subject 
greeted with universal acclaim by 
those about to be married, by those 


already married and by those who 
ever hope to be married 
The artist has given this age-old 


longing exceptional and unique ex- 
pression in the drawing shown in 
miniature above 


Our reprint is from the engraver's 
original plates on Heavy Art Mat 
15!4x 114 inches 

Price Fifty Cents 


All proofs will be carefully 
packed and mailed postpaid 
immediately on receipt of 
your order and remittance 
addressed to 


Judge Art Print Departmerit 
627 West 43d Street 
New York City 





| POUCE STRAT | 


} 
} 


“You needn’t wait, 
chauffeur.” 


The Daily Visitors 
(Trot GHout the day my 


rings, and 


doorbell 
keeps me on the run; so 
are doing things that should 
be left undone! 


many men 
So many visitors appear, 
on errands punk and vain! They make 
existence sad and drear, and fill our 
hearts with pain 

I have a little cheap abode that’s 
painted pink and gray, 
public road, 
day. 


and it is by a 
where pilgrims wend all 
And nearly all approach my door, 
on errands punk and vain, and every 
pilgrim is a bore, and many are insane. 
No brilliant caller ever comes to charm 
but old, old men with 
toothless gums will talk for half a day. 
They'll sit them down upon my lawn, 


my grouch away: 


the good old 
times are past and gone, and jazzy things 
prevail. 


and modern times bewail, 


The old gray men who hate to 
croak, who their 
their coming ceased to be a joke, ten 


spring tales of woe, 
years or more ago. 

All up and down the dusty pike I look 
twelve times a day and murmur, “For 
the love of Mike, won't genius come my 
way’ I'd like to see Sam Johnson now, 
that I am sore distraught, and have him 
eat my humble chow, and hand out gems 
of thought. I wish that men of mighty 
minds would seek my cottage door, and 
talk about their divers grinds for seven 
But all the geniuses are 
dead, they only live in books; they've 
we have instead long- 
winded bores, gadzooks!” 


hours or more. 
looped the loops 


Another caller at the door, a man in 
dingy black; the road is long, his feet 
are sore, he’s glad to reach my shack. 

“I gather up old clothes,” he cries, 
“for people in despair; oh, every day 

some fellow dies for lack of underwear. 
Upon the wind swept bergs and floes the 
poor Laplanders freeze; and they would 
side step all their woes if they had V. B. 
D.’s. The Eskimos have broken hearts, 
they suffer day by day; now, I have 
diagrams and charts to prove all things I 
say. I have statistics by the peck, the 
| best that ever grew; just listen, and I'll 


3U 





eet a. ~~ 
MAA A a) TT 








, 


prove, by heck, that all I say is true.’ 

“Here is,” I say, “‘a pair of pants, that 
you may with you bear, and cast off 
bonnets that my aunts have grown too 
proud to wear. You're welcome as the 
springtime flowers if you will just depart, 
and not use up my precious hours with 
diagram and chart. And I'll throw in a 
pair of socks, an old plug hat, by jing, 
if you will can the windy talks you're 
suffering to spring.” 

But no, this type of man would feel 
his duty was undone, if he cut out the 
dreary spiel that weighs a half a ton 
And I must listen while he 
things that make me tired, of hungry 
people gnawing bones, of cast-iron stoves 
unfired. 


drones of 


I must examine all his charts, 
and ere the winds 
man departs I’ve muttered many dams. 

I'm always casting anxious looks 
north, south and east and west, for some 
one who can talk of books with interest 
and zest. Such people never pass my 
shack, or lean 


and all his diagrams: 


against its jambs, my 
in black, with charts 
Watt Mason. 


Visitors are bores 
and diagrams. 


The Blotter Speaks 


| COVER up a word of praise 
Of Mamie’s decreased girth, 
Complaints about the service 
Or glad tidings of a birth... . 
I know the way you write your love, 
The latest gossip, or a fuss, 
I know the secret signs you use: 
and kisses thus: * * * 
So much I know that I could sing . . . 
I am a most absorbing thing! 


Long pauses so 


We Have with Us Again 

Our old friend, the absent-minded pro- 
fessor, was about to leave for his daily 
grind. At the door he was struck by a 
sudden thought. 

“My dear,” he asked, “do you know 
what has become of my hat?” 

“Why, it’s right on your head,” an- 
swered his long-suffering spouse. 

“Oh, never mind, then. I'll look for it 
when I return home.” 








Who Killed Cock Robin? 
(Continued from page .0) 


“Tiger, Tiger.” We didn't see “Tiger, 
Tiger” when it was acted by Frances 
Starr and Lionel Atwill. But we have 
borne up pretty well, considering. A 
perusal of this text causes us to suggest a 
better title—““The Cad and the Cook.” 
We have searched the printed page in 
vain for any of the tiger-like passion 
which is supposed to be burning bright 
there. 
about as much tiger-like passion as a 


It seems to us to contain just 
speech by Calvin Coolidge. 


X PEAKING of Calvin Coolidge, F. P. A. 

complained that Prexy Burton, in his 
nominating referred to Cal's 
“dry humor” but gave no illustration. 
As a matter of fact, we are reliably in- 


» 


speech, 


formed by one who sat near the platform, 
that Dr. Burton did give an illustration. 
Probably it was not quoted in the papers 
for the same reason that Dr. Holmes never 
as he could. But 
readers of JUDGE are so used to hilarity 
that perhaps it can be quoted here. It 
seems that when Cal was 


dared to be as lunny 


a boy he once 
sat in the Governor’s chair for fun, and 

When he was 
and in due time 
was elected chief executive of the Grand 
Old Commonwealth of Massachusetts, 
he remarked to a friend, as he took his 
seat, “I guess they won't put me out this 
time 


was ordered out of it. 


grown to man’s estate, 


‘ 
: 


ke 


. 


“I believe I’ve got America. 





Dry, wot? You may charge your 
waistcoat buttons to us, or mark them 
off on your ext income tax statement. 


Tre HUNDRED YEARS ago it was con- 

sidered a fine form of dry humor in 
the English theater to put horns on a 
husband. We now call the process a 
“problem play,” and only regard it as 
amusing when the author is French or 


Hungarian. In other words, we get our 


Restoration comedy vicariously. Ernest 
Vajda’s Hungarian play, “Fata Mor- 


gana,” as produced by the Theater 
Guild, has been published by Doubleday, 
Page. It is, of course, only half a 
comedy. The young boy who is seduced 
is a wistful and pathetic figure. Indeed, 
a reading of the text reveals him as in 
reality the author's chief concern. To 
mingle comedy with his story, and never 
to trip, is something of a triumph. Few 
plays produced last winter in New York 
were so interesting to see, and few of 
them would be so interesting to read. 
Once more the Theater Guild is out in 


front of the procession. 


96 Per Cent. Disability 


Judge—What do you mean by running 
down this person in broad daylight on a 
perfectly straight stretch of road? 

“Your Honor, my windshield was al- 
most totally obscured with Safety First 
stickers.” 


I hear a persistent chewing sound.” 


—London Opinion. 
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She is No Longer Fat 


She found a way to reduce her fat 
It wasa way far more pleasant than 
dieting or exercising would have 
been. This new way allowed her 


to eat foods without danger of be- 


coming fat again. 

She found Marmola Prescription 
Tablets. They aid the digestive 
system to obtain the full nutriment 
of food. They help Nature to turn 
food into muscle, bone and sinew 
instead of fat. 

Marmola Prescription Tablets are 
made from the famous Marmola 
prescription. Thousands have found 
that these handy tablets give com- 
plete relief from obesity. And when 
the accumulation of fat is checked, 
reduction to normal, healthy weight 
soon follows. 


All good drug stores the world over sell 
Marmola Prescription Tablets at one dollar 
a box. Ask your druggist for them, or 
order direct and they will be sent in plain 
wrapper, postpaid, 


MARMOLA COMPANY 
1719 General Motors Bidg., Detroit, Mich. 

















EToneof these 
little beauties 
right now, and pro- 
tect yourself 
against hold-up 
thugs, rowdies, etc. and 
at thesame time it serves 
as the best novelty ciga- 
rette case ever invented. 
Made exactly like the real 
thing! Just 
pull the trig- 
ger, back flies 
the lid showing a 
g@full package of 
we your cigarettes 
7 Lots of fun scaring 


Pat. Pending 
your friends and at the same time useful 





and a great protector. 

Made of light weight metal, gun metal finish, 4 3/4 inches 
long. Sold exciusively by us, Order at once, supply limited. 
Special introductory price e P ¢ $1.79 each 

PAY POSTMAN on delivery our price plus postage. 

Money back if not satisfied. 


PATHFINDER COMPANY 
Dept. JF8B $34 Sixth Avenue New York 


LL en a 
(png ero ge greener 
A PERFECT LOOKING NOSE 
Can Easily Be Yours 
Trados Model No. 25 
corrects now all ill-shaped 
noses quickly, painlessly 
permanently, and comfort- 
ably at home. It is the only 
safe and guaranteed patent 
device that will actually give 
\ou a pertect looking nos« 
Over 87,000 satisfied users 
For years recommended by 
physicians. 16 years of ex- 
penence in manufacturing 
Nose Shapers is at your 
service. Model 25 Junior 
for children 

rite for free booklet, 
which tells you how to obtain a perfect looking nose 

M. TRILETY, SPECIALIST 

Dept. 2080 Binghamton, N. Y. 

















OF BRAINS 


IGARS 


FOR MEN 


|“MADE AT KEY WEST.— 
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This 100-page 
Cloth Bound Book 


eS ee is the most com- 


HOW. 


wad by RENDALL BANNUNG, ow 





- prehensive and in- 
alia structive contribu- 
tion of its kind 


Kaqually valuable 

Lee to the beginner o1 
/ advanced expert 

Already in its See- 

/ ond Edition and : 

i Third in prepara- 

tion \ signal 


tribute to the com- 
aR Kap HANDBOOK-N'I] pilers, Kendall 


Janning and LL 
Shihensee Free! NJ. Cockaday 











Beginners will find a clear picture story 
explaining the forty-four symbols used in 
radio diagrams And complete and ac- 
curate imstructions, with diagrams and 
illustrations for the construction of any 
type ob receiving set 
Seven representative circuits are pre- 
sented in detail ranging from a $5.00 
(‘rystal Set to the Regenerative Super- 
lleterodyne Complete lists of parts re- 
quired and their approximate cost, enable 
you to construct any type vou select, 
without previous experrvence or training. 
your interest in radio vou need 
the outstanding radio — publication 
PoputarR Rapio has more frends than 
any of its contemporaries because in 
clear and understandable language it 
tells just what every radio fan wants to 
know the personnel of its staff in- 
sures up-to-the-minute, accurate and 
authoritative information. The annual 
subscription rate is only $8.00 and on 
receipt of your remittance and order a 
copy ol “How to Build Your tadio 
feceiver,” will be sent vou FREI Or 
if you prefer send no money but pay the 
postman 34.00 on delivery of the Hand- 
hook Orders must he mailed before 
August 1, 1924, as offer is withdrawn on 
that date 

Address your order to Dept. 719 


POPUILAIR IRAIDIO 


627 West 43d Street New York City 


Your Skin Can Be Quickly Cleared of Pimples, Blackheads. 


Acne Eruptions on the face or body, Barbers Itc 
Eczema, 3 Pores and Oily or Shiny Skin 


rite for my FREE 
FREE Wo tod, for Sxin,""—telling now f 
cured f after being afflicted fs 


lo satisty 








rite for our free Guide Books and 


PATENTS me ose, ee Beaks 
BLANK before disclosing inven 


we 
tions Send model or sketch of your invention for 
‘amination and instructions No € harge for th 
above injormation Terms reasonable 


vic TOR J EVANS &@ CO., 813 Ninth, Washington, D. € 


Agents: *96 a Week 


Put yourself in the $5,000-a-year 
ind out now how Jen 
nings Guaranteed Hosiery can 
pay you a steady income in big cash 
profits. Jennings agents are mak 
ing big money everywhere. Easy 
pleasant work. You can do as wel 
without capital or experience. 


AUTO FREE 


Our wonderful new selling an 
ghows you just how to get initial or 
~ how to build up 


Soli to ovens | monet of family Wee'ty f 
gk Re 

eonings Hosiery end ee Auto 
Jennings Mfg, Co. . Hose C-78, Dayton, Ohio 














Winner of Judge’s 


Quebec, Canada 


Somerset Bridge, Bermuda 





50-50 Contest No. 23 








Nan—Reading improves the mind. 
Dan—Why worry about trifles? 


The $25 Prize in Jupce’s 50-50 Contest No. 28, announced in the June 7, 
1924, issue, was won by Miss L. Simonson, 1823 St. Urbain street, Montreal, 


Answers which receive honorable mention are: 
me to start out with ‘Mind in the Making,’ S. P. Harman, Maplewood, 
N.4.; “Lonly go in for modern improvements,” 


——— 


“Betcha. The prof told 


Helen Simons, Garden Villa, 








Simple Simon 


Qiveu SIMON met a pieman 
: (ioing to the fair. 
Said Simple Simon to the pieman, 
“Let me taste your ware.” 
Said the pieman to Simple Simon 
“Young man, my ancestors were the 
hardy spirits who first blazed a trail through 
the pathless forest and founded the pioneer 


settlement ino the region which is now 
Missouri 1 mvyself hail from that 
vlorious Commonwealth, and before I 
can be induced to part with one of the 
succulent gobs of pastry which [To am 
vending, | must first he shown vour 
penny.” 

Said Simple Simon to the pieman 

“Indeed, I haven't any 








“Ain’t you going to church this morning, Brother Hopkins?” 


“Nope. 
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Can’t get across the road.” 


PRESS OF WILIIAM GREEN, NEW YOr 
































W hitey—Say, old horse, who was this Pegasus they talk about? 

Dobbin—The nag of divine inspiration. He proved it by being 
the first member of our race with enough horse sense to subscribe 
to Judge. 














F the READER didn’t manage to get 

a horselaugh out of the World’s Worst 
Joke, perpetrated above, he should not take 
it too much to heart, for the rest of the 
magazine is a horse of another color. A 
subscription or a newsstand investment 
should convince him:that the humor isn’t 
of the horse-chestnut brand. 























100 cigarettes IS ch 
MES 









Settle the cigarette question 
) by rolling your own from 
BULL. You get more 
flavor, more tobacco taste, 
more enjoyment—and much 


more for your money— 


2 bags for |5c 














